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| Gloſt. Alas! *tis the infirmity of age: 
Yet has his temper ever been unfix'd, 


Baſt. b kee nature, art my goddeſs; to} Chol'rick, and ſudden. Hark, they approach, 


thy law | 

My ſervices are bound : why am I then 
Depriv'd of a ſon's right, becauſe I came not 
In the dull road that cuſtom has preſcrib'd ? 
Why baſtard? Wherefore baſe ? when I can boaſt 
A miad as gen'rous, and a ſhape as true 
As honeſt Madam's iſſue? Why are we 
Held baſe, who in the luſty ſtealth of nature 

Take fiercer qualities than what compound 
FT he ſcanted births of the ſtaie marriage-bed ? 
Well then, legitimate Edgar, to thy right 
Of law I will oppoſe a baſtard's cunning. 
Our father's love is to the baſtard Edmund 
As to legitimate Edgar; with ſucceſs 
Noe practis'd yet on both their eaſy natures. 
Here comes the old man, chafed with the information 
EV hich laſt 1 forg'd againſt my brother Edgar; 
A taleſo plauſible, ſo boldly utter'd, : 
And heighten'd by ſuch lucky accidents, 
WT hat now the ſlighteſt circumſtance confirms him, 
And baſe-barn Edmund, ſpight of law, inherits. 
8 Enter Kent and Glofter, 
E Gloft Nay, good my lord, your charity 
P erſhoots itſelf, to plead in his behalf; 
Vou are yourſelf a father, and may feel 
Tue ſting of ditobedience from a ſon 
TFirſt-born and beſt-belov d. O villain Edgar! 

Kent. Be not too raſh; all may be forgery, 

Rad time yet clear the duty of your ſon. [ winds, 
C. Plead with the ſeas, and reaſon down the 
et ſhalt thou ne*er convince me: I have ſeen 
dis foul deſigns through all a father's fondneſs : 
ut be this light and thou my witneſles, 
That I diſcard him here from my poſſeſſions, 
Wivorce him from my heart, my blood, and name. 
3 Baſt. It works as 1 cou'd wiſh; I'll ſhew myſelf. 
_, _ [Efide. 
= Gf, Ha, Edmund, welcome boy. O Kent! ſee 
Nerted nature, Gloſter's ſhame and glory: [here 
1 his bye-born, the wild ſally of my youth, 
rſues me with all filial offices ; (nour, 
hilſt Edgar, begg'd of Heaven, and born in ho- 
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d Curſe in age the pleaſure of ray youth. 

ay weep not, Edmund, for thy brother's crimes. 
>. gen'rous boy! thou ſhar'ſt but half his blood, 
Wt lov'ſt beyond the kindneſs of a brother: 

Wt I'll reward thy virtue. Follow me. 

4 Lord, you wait the king, who comes reſolv'd 
aol the toils of empire, and divide | 
5 realms among his daughters, Heaven ſuc- 
much I fear the change. [ceed it! 
=. I grieve to ſee him 
Ys th ſuch wild tarts of paſhon hourly ſeiz d, 
eaders majeſty beneath itſelf. 


raws plagues on my white head, that urge me ſtill 


[Exeunt Gloſt. and Baſt, 


| Flouriſh. Enter Lear, Cornwal, Albany, Bur- 

gundy, Edgar, Goneril, Regan, Cordelia.—Eds 

gar ſpeaking to Cordelia at entrance. 

Edgar. Cordelia, royal fair, turn yet once more, 

And ere ſucceſsful Burgundy receive 

The treaſure of thy beauties from the king 

Ere happy Burgundy for ever fold thee, 

Caſt back one pitying look on wretched Edgar, 

Cord. Alas! what would the wretched Edgar with 

The more unfortunate Cordelia; 

Who, in obedience to a father's will, 

Flies from her Edgar's arms to Burgundy's? 

| Lear. Attend, my lords of Albany and Cornwal, 

With princely Burgundy. 
[divided 


* 


Alb. We do, my liege. 
Lear. Give me the map.— Know, lords, we have 
In three our kingdom, having now reſolv'd 
To diſengage from our long toil of ſtate, 
Conferring all upon your younger years. 
You, Burgundy, Cornwal, and Albany, 
Long in our court have made your amorous ſojourng 
And now are to be anſwer'd. Tell me, my daugh- 
Which of you loves us moſt, that we may place | ters, 
[Our largeſt bounty with the largeſt merit? 
Goneril, our eldeſt born, ſpeak firſt ? 
Gon. Sir, I do love you more than words can 
Beyond what can be valu'd rich or rare; F[uttery 
Nor liberty, nor ſight, health, fame, or beauty, 
Are half ſo dear; my life for you were vile; 
As much as child can love the beſt of fathers. 
| Lear. Of all theſe bounds, een from this line te 
With ſhady foreſts, and wide-ſkirted meads, [| this, 
We make thee lady; to thine and Albany's Hue 
Be this perpetual — W hat ſays our ſecond daughter, 
Regan, wife to Cornwal ? 
| Rep. My ſiſter, Sir, in part, expreſs'd my love; 
For ſuch as her's is mine, though more extended: 
Senſe has no other joy that I can xelith ; 
have my all in my dear liege's love. 
Lear. Therefore, to thee and thine hereditary, 
Remain this ample third of our fair kingdom. 
Card. Now comes my trial-=How am I diſtreſs'd, 
. * [| Hfiae. 
That muſt with cold ſpeech tempt the chol'ricking 
Rather to leave me dowerleſs, than condemn me 
To loath'd embraces ! 
Lear. Speak now our laſt, not leaſt in our dear love; 
So ends my taſk of ftate.-——Corcelia, ſpeak, 
What canſ thou ſay to win a richer third 
Than what thy ſiſters gain'd ? 


theirs, 
Cord. Now muſt my love in words, fall 


| ort of 


As much as it exceeds in truth.— Nothing, my lord. 

Lear. Nothing can come of nothing; ſpeak again, 

Cord. Unhappy am 1 that I can't diſſemble; 
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Sir, as I ought, I love your majeſty, 
No more nor leſs. 4 
Lear. Take heed, Cordelia; 
Thy fortunes are at ſtake ; think better on't 
And mend thy ſpeech a little. | 
Cord. O my liege! 
You gave me being, bred me, dearly love me, 
And I return my duty as I ought; 
Obey you, love you, and moſt honour you. 
Why have my fiſters huſbands, if they love you all? 
Haply, when I ſhall wed, the lord whoſe hand 
Shall take my plight, will carry balf my love; 
For I ſhall never marry like my fiſters, 
To love my faiher all. | | 
Lear. And goes thy heart with this ? 
"Tis ſaid that I am chol'ric. Judge me, gods, 
Is there not cauſe! Now, minion, I perceive 
The truth of what has been ſuggeſted to us; 


Thy fondneſs for the rebel ſon of Gloſter, 


Falſe to his father, as thou art to my hopes ; 
And, oh ! take heed, raſhgirl, leſt we comply 
With thy fond wiſhes, which thou wilt too late 
Repent; for know, our nature cannot brouk 
A child ſo young, and fo ungentle. 
Cord. So young, my lord, and true. 
| Lear, Thy truth then be thy dow'r; 
For, by the ſacred ſun and ſolemn night, 
I here diſclaim all my paternal care, 
And from this minute hold thee as a ſtranger 
Both to my blood and favour, 
Kent. This is frenzy. 
Confider, good my liege 
Lear. Peace, Kent 3 
Come not between a dragon and his rage, 
I lov'd her moſt, and in her tender truſt 
Deſign'd to have beſtow'd my age at eaſe. 
So be my grave my peace, as here I give 
My heart from her, and with it all my wealth, 
My Lords of Cornwal and of Albany, 
I do inveſt you jointly with full right 
In this fair third, Cordelia's forfeit dow'r. 
Mark me, my lords, obſerve our lait reſolve ; 
Ourſelf, attended with an hundred knights, 
Will make abode with you in monthly couiſe ; 
The name alone of king remain with me, 
Yours be th' execution and revenues, 
This is our final will; and to confirm it, 
This coronet part between you. 
Kent. Royal Lear, 
Whom I have ever honour'd as my king, 
Lov'd as my father, as my maſter follow'd, 
And, as my patron, thought on in my pray'rs 
Lear. Away! the bow is bent, make from the ſhaft. 
Kent. No, let it fall, anddrench within my heart ; 
Be Kent unmannerly when Lear is mad; 
Thy youngeſt daughter. 
Lear. On thy life no more. 
, Kent, What wilt thou do, old man? 
Leer. Out of my fight! 
Kent. See better firſt. 
Lear. Now, by the god 
Kent. Now by the gods, raſh king, thow ſwear'ſt 
Lear. Ha, traitor' _. ; [in vain, 
Kent. Do, kill thy phyſician, Lear; 
Strike thro' my throat, yet with my lateſt breath 
I'll thunder in thine ear my juſt complaint, 
And tell thee to thy face that thou doſt ill. [me. 
Lear. Hear me, raſh man; on thy allegiance hear 
Since thou haſt ſtriven to make us break our vow, 
And preſs'd between our ſentence and our pow'r, 
Which nor our nature, nor our place can bear, 


We bznith thee for ever from our fight 


And kingdom: if, when three days are expir's, 


L E A R. 
Thy hated trunk be found in our dominions, 
That moment is thy death— Away. 

Kent. Why fare thee well, king; fince thou ar: 
| take thee at thy word, and will not ſtay [ reſolv'q, 
To lee thy fall The gods protect thee, maid, 
That truly thinks, and haſt moſt juſtly ſaid, 
Thus to new climates my old truth I bear ; 
Friendſhip lives hence, and baniſhment is here, 

X Exit, 

Lear. Now, Burgundy, you ſee her price is Tom 
Yet if the fondneſs of your paſſion ftill 
Affects her as the ſtands, dow'rieſs, and loſt 
In our eſteem, ſhe's yours; take her, or leave her, 

Burg. Pardon me, royal Lear, I but demand 
The dow'r yourſelf propos'd, and here | take 
Cordelia by the hand, Ducheſs of Burgunoy, 

Lear. Then leave her, Sir; for, by a father's rage, 
I teil you all her wealth. Away! 

Burg. Then, Sir, be pleas'd to charge the breach 
Of our alliance on your own will, 

Not my inconſtancy. 
| Manent Edgar and Cordelia 

Edg. Has Heav'n then weigh'd the merit of my 
Or is it the raving of a fickly thought; [lov 
Cou'd Burgundy forego ſo rich a prize, 

And leave her to deſpairing Edgar's arms? 
Have I thy hand, Cordelia? Do | claip it ? 

The hand that was this minute to have join'd 

My hated rival's? Do I kneel before thee, 
And offer at thy feet my panting heart ? 
Smile, princeſs, and convince me; for as yet 

doubt, and dare not truſt the dazzling joy. 

Cord. Some comfort yet, that *twas no vicious blot 
That has depriv'd me of a father's grace, 
| But merely want cf that, that makes me rich 


[ Exeunt, 


In wanting it, a ſmooth profeſſing tongue. 


O fiſters! I am loth to call your fault 
As it deſerves; but ule our father well, 
And wrong'd Cordelia never ſhall repine. 
Edg. O heav'nly maid ! that art thyſelf th: 
Richer in virtue than the ſtars in light; [ dow, 


If Edgar's humble fortunes may be grac'd 


Wich thy acceptance, at thy feet he lays em. 
Ha! my Cordelia! doft thou turn away? 
W hat have I done t offend thee ? 

Cord. Talk'd of love. 

Edg. Then I've offended oft; Cordelia too 


Has oft permitted me ſo to offend. 


Cord. When, Edgar, | permitted your addroſſes, 
i was the darling daughter of a king; 
Nor can | now forget my royal birth, 
And live dependent on a lover's fortune : 
| cannot to ſo low a fate ſubmit; 
And therefore ſtudy to forget your paſſion, 
And trouble me upon this theme no more. 
Edg. Thus majeſty cakes moſt ſtate in diſtreſs! 


How are we toſt on fortune's fickle flood! 


The wave that with ſurpriſing kindneſs brought 
The dear wreck to my arms, has ſnatch'd it back, 
And left me mourning on the barrea ſhore. 

Cord. This baſeneſs of th' ignoble Burgundy, 
Draws juſt ſuſpicion on the race of men; [Aſi 
His love was int'reſt, ſo may Edgar's be, 

And he but with more compliment diſſemble 

If (>, 1 ſhall oblige him by denying. 

But if his love be fix'd, ſuch conſtant flame 

As warms our breaſts, if ſuch J find his paſſion, 

My heart as grateful to his truth ſhall be, 

And cold Cordelia prove as kind as he. [ Exit 
Enter Baſtard baſiily. 0 

Baſt. Brother, I've found you in a lucky minute; 
Fly and be ſafe ; ſome villain has incens'd 
Our father againſt your life, 


er, 


lot 


ly 


KING 
File. Diſtieſs'd Cordelia! but oh, more cruel ! 
Baſt. Hear me, Sir; yourlife, yourlife's in danger. 
Edg. A reſolve ſo ſudden, 
And of ſuch black importance | 
Baſt, "Twas not ſucden ; 
Some villain has of long time laid the train. 


Enter Lear attended. 
Lear. In there, and tell our daughter we are here. 


Now, what art thou? 


Kent. A man, Sir. | 
Lear, What doſt thou profeſs, or would'ſt with us? 
Kent. I do prafeſs to be no lefs than 1 ſeem, to 


Edg. And yet, pechaps, 'twas but pretended cold- |ſerve him truly that puts me in truſt, to love him 


To try how far my paſfion would purſue, 
Bat. He heats me not. Wake, wake, Sir. 
Edge: Say ye, brother? 

No tears, good Edmund z if thou bring'ſt me tidings 

To ſtrike me dead, tor charity delay not; . 

That preſent will befit ſo kind a hand. 

Baſt. Your danger, Sir, comes on ſo faſt, 
That 1 want time © inform you; but retire, 
Whilſt I take care to turn the preſſing ftream. | 
0 gods! for Heaven's ſake, Sir—— 

Edg. Pardon me, Sir, a ſerious thought 
Had teiz'd me; but I think you calk'd of danger, 
And wiſh'd me to retire—Wutt all our vows 
End thus !--Friend, I obey you.--O Cordelia! [Ex. 

Baſt. Ha! ha! tond man, ſuch credulous honefty 
Leſſens the glory of my artifice; 

His nature is ſo far from doing wrongs, 

That he ſuſpects none: if this letter ipeed, | 

And paſs for Edgar's, as himſelt would own 

The counterfeit, but for the foul contents, 

Then my deſigns ate perfect Here comes Gloſter, 

Enter Gloſter. [ reading ? 

Cle. Stay, Edmund, turn; what paper were you 

Baſt. A trifle, Sir. 

Gift. What needed, then, that terrible diſpatch 
Into your pocket? Come, produce it, Sir. [of it 
Baß. A letter from my brother, Sir; I bad 
Juſt broke the ſeai, but knew not the contents; 

Yet, fearing they might prove to blame, 

Enleavour'd to conceal it from your fight. 

Cle. Tis Edgar's character. [ Reads. 

„ [his policy of fathers is intolerable, that 
keeps our fortunes from us till age will not ſuffer 
us to enjoy them; I am weary of the tyranny: 
Come to me, that of this I may ſpeak more. If 
our father would fleep till 1 waked him, you ſhould 
enjoy half his poſſeſſions, and live belov'd of your 
brother EDGasr.” 
Sleep till I wak'd him ! you ſhould enjoy 
Half his poſſeſhons'—Edgar to write this 
*Gainft his indulgent father! Death and hell! 
Fly, Edmund, ſeek him out; wind me into him, 
That | may bite the traitor's heart, and fold 
His bleeding entrails on my vengeful arm. 

Baſt. Perhaps 'twas writ, my lord, to prove my 

virtue. 

Cat. Theſe late eclipſes of the ſun and moon 
Can bode no leſs; love cools, and friendſhip fails; 
In cities mutiny, in countries diſcord ; 

The bond of nature crack'd 'twixt ſun and father! 

Find out the villain; do it catefully, 

And it ſhall loſe thee nothing. [ Exit. 

Baſt. So, now my praject's firm; but to make 

ſure, 

I' throw in one proof more, and that a bold one; 

I'll place old Gloſter where be ſhall o'er-hear us 

Confer of this deſign; whilft, to bis thinkin 

Deluded Edgar ſhall accuſe bimſelf. | 
Be honeſty my int'reſt, and I can 

Be honeſt too: and what ſaint ſo divine, 
That will ſucceſsful viilainy decline? 


Enter Kent * . 
Kent, Now, baniſh'd Kent, if thou canſt pay thy 
dut 


In this diſguiſe, where thou doſt ſtand condema'd, 


[ neſs, that's honeſt, to converſe with him that's wiſe and 
ſpeaks little, to fight when I can't chuſe, and to 


eat no fiſh, 
Lear, I ſay, what art thou? 
Kent. A very honeſt hearted fellow, and as poor 
as the king. | 
Lear. Then art thou poor indeed. —— What 
canſt thou do? 
Kent. I can keep honeſt counſel, mar a curious 
tale in the telling, deliver a plain meſſage bluntly; 
that which ordinary men are fit for, I am qualified 
in; and the beſt of me is deligence. | 
Lear. Follow me; thou ſhalt ſerve me. 
Enter Goneril's Gentleman Uſher. 

Now, Sir? 
Gent. Sir? [Erit; Kent runs after bim. 

Lear. What ſays the fellow; call the clodpole 
back. 
Att. My lord, I know not; but methinks your 
highneſs is entertain'd with ſlender ceremony. 
Serv. He ſays, my lord, your daughter is not well. 
Lear. Why came not the ſlave back when f 
called him? . | 
Serv. My lord, he anſwer'd me i'th* ſurlieft 
manner, that he would not. 

Re-enter Gentleman, brought in by Kent. 
Lear. I hope our daughter did not ſo ĩinſtruct him. 
Now, whom am I, Sir? N 
Gent. My lady's father. 

Lear. My lord's knave. 
| Enter Goneril, 
Gent. I'll not be ftruck, my lord. 
Kent, Nor tript neither, thou vile civet-hox. 
| [Serthes vp bis beels. 
en. By day and pight! this is inſufferable; 
| will not bear it. | 
Laar. Now, daughter, why that frontlet on? 
Speak, does that frown become our preſence? 

Gon. Sir, this licentious infolence of your ſervants 
Is moſt unſeemly : hourly they break out 
In quarrels, bred by their unbounded riots : 
| had fair hope by making this known to you, 

To have had a quick redreſs, but find too late 

| That you protect and countenance their outrage ; 
And therefore, Sir, 1 take this freedom, which 

Neceflity makes diſcreet. 

Lear. Are you our daughter? 

Coen. Come, Sir, let me intreat you to make uſe 
Of your diſcretion, and put off betimes 

| This diſpoſicion that of late transforms you 

From what you rightly are. { Lear. 

Lear. Does any here know me? Why, this is not 

Does Lear walk thus? Speak thus? Where are his 
eyes, | 
Who is it that can tell who Iam? 
Gon. Come, Sir, this admiration's much o'th' 


[ Strikes bim. 


To underſtand my purpoſes aright ; 
As you are old, you ſliouid be ftaid and wiſe : 
Here do you keep an hundred knights and 8 


[Exir.| Men ſo debauch'd and bold, that this our palace 


Shews like a riotous inn, a tavern brothel : 
Be then advis'd by her that elſe will take 

That the begs, to leſſen your attendance; . 
Take half away, and ſee that the remainder 


Thy maſter Lear ſhall find thee full of labours. 


1 


Be ſuch as may befit your age, and know 


Of other your new humours ; I beſ:ech you | ſavour. 
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With conſtant tears, and wrinkle her young brow, 


6 | K IN G 
Themſelves and you. 0 
Lear. Darkneſs and devils! 
Saddle my horſes, call my train together. | 
Degenerate viper, I'll not ſtay with thee! 
I yet have left a daughter Serpent! monſter ! 
Leſſen my train, and call em riotous'! 
All men approv'd, of choice and rareſt parts, 
That each particular of duty know. 
How ſm2ll, Cordelia, was thy fault? O Lear, 
Beat at this gate that let thy folly in, 
And thy dear judgment out—Go, go, my people. 
. Going off, meets Albany entering. 
Ingrateful duke, was this your will ? 
Alb. What, Sir? 
Lear. Death! fifty of my followers at a clap ? 
Abe The matter, Madam? 
Gen. Never afflict yourſelf to know the cauſe, 
But give his dotage way. 
Lear. Blaſts upon thee! 
Th' untented woundings of a father's curſe 
Pierce every ſenſe about thee. Old fond eyes, 
Lament this cauſe again; I'll piuck ye out, 
And caſt ye with the waters that ye loſe 
To temper clay.— No, Gorgon, thou thalt find 
That I'll reſume the ſhape which thou doſt think 
I have caſt off for ever. 
Con. Mark ye that. 
Alb. I'm ignorant 
Lear. It may be fo, my Lord.—Hear, nature! 
Dear goddeſs, hear; and if thou doſt intend 
To make that creature fruitful, change thy purpoſe; 
Pronounce upon her womb the barren curſe, 
That from her blaſted body never ſpring 
A babe to honour her—Bur if ſhe muſt bring forth, 
Defeat her joy with ſome diſtorted birth, q 
Or monſtrous form, the prodigy o'th'time ; 
And ſo perverſe of ſpirit, that it may Jive 
Her torment as *twas born, to fret her cheeks 


Turn all her mother's pains to ſhame and ſcorn, 

That ſhe may curſe her crime too late, and feel 

How ſharper than a ferpent's tooth it is 

To have a thankleſs child! Away, away. { Exit. 
Gon, Preſuming thus upon his num'tous train, 

He thinks to play the tyrant here, and hold | 

Our lives at will, | 
Alb. Well, you may bear too far, [ Zxeunt. 


* ©0 CODD OQDO GOOD „ ATT oO OOCO oC 5 GOO boo 
AH; 
SCENE, Gloſter's Houſe. 
| Enter Baſtard. \ | 
HE Duke comes here to-night, 1'!! take ad- 
vantage | 
Of his arrival to complete my projet. = 
Brother, a word: come forth; tis I, vour friend. 
{ Enter Edgar 
My father watches for you, fly this place; | 
IateVigence is givin where you are bid; 1% 
Take the advantage of the night; bethink, | 
Have you not ſpoke againſt the Duke of Cornwal 
Something might ſhew you a favourer of | 
Duke Albany's party? 
Edg. Nothing; why aſk you? 


ö 


L E A R. 


Yield, come before my father ! fights here, light; 
Some blood drawn on,me wou'd beget opinion 
Of our more fierce enceunter, I have.ſeen 
Drunkards do more than this in ſport. | 
a [ Srabs bis arm, 
Enter Gloſter and Servants. 
Sh. Now, Edmund, where's the traitor ? 
Baß. That name, Sir, : 
Strikes horror through me; but my brother, Sir, 
Stood here i'th dark, 
Cet. Thou bleed'ſt! Purſue the villain, 
And bring him piece-meal to me. 
Baſt. Sir, he's fled. 
S. Let him fly far, this kingdom ſhall not 
hide him: | 
The noble Duke my patron comes to night; 
By his authority I will proclaim 


Rewards for him that brings him to the take, 


And death for the concealer. 
Then of my lands, loyal and natural boy, 

I'll work the means to make thee capable. [ Exeurt, 
Enter Kent (diſguiſed fill) and Goneril's Gentle. 
man-Uther, ſeverally. 

Gent. Good morrow, friend; belongſt thou to this 
Kent. Aſk them will anſwer thee. { houſe? 
Gent. Where may we ſet our horles? 

Kent. I'th* mire. 

Gent. I am in haſte; pr'ythee, an' thou lov't 


me, tell me. 


Kent, I love thee not. 

Gent. Why then [care not for thee, 

Kent. An 1 had thee in Lipſbury pinfold, I'd 
make thee care for me. | 

Gent. What doſt thou mean ? I know thee not, 

Kent. But, minion, I know thee, 

Gent. What dot thou know me for? 

Kent. For a baſe, proud, beggarly, white-liver's, 
2laſs-gazing, ſuper-ſerviceable, finical rogue; one 
that wou be a pimp in way of good ſervice, aud 
art nothing but a compulition of knave, beggar, 
coward, pander 

Gent. Whata monſtrous fellow art thou, to rai! at 
one that is neither known of thee, nor knows thee? 

Kent. Impudent flave! not know me, who but 
two days ſince tript up thy heels before the king? 
Draw, miſcreant, or 11 make the moon ſhine 
through thee, 

Gent, What means the fellow? Why, pr'ythee, 
pr'ythee; I teil thee i heve nothing to do with thee, 

Kent. I know your regueſhip's office; you come 
with letters againſt the king, taking my young lady 
vanity's part againſt her roya! father: Draw, raſca!, 
_ Gert. Murder, murder, help. 

| [Zrit; Kent after bin. 
Flauri. Enter Duke of \Cornwai, Regan, at- 
tended; Gloſter, Baſtard. 

Gloft. All welcome to your graces, vou do me 

honovr. 

Duke. Gloſter, Wave heard with ſorrow that your 
Has been attempted by your impious fon {life 
But Edmund here has paid you ſtricteſt duty. 

lat. He did bewtay his practice, and receiv'd 
The hurt you ſee, ſtring to apprehend him, 

Duke. Is he purſued? . 

Gloſt. He is, my lard. 


Baſt. Becaufe he's coming here to-night in haſte, | Reg. Uſe our authority to apptehend 


And Regan with him-—Hark ! the guards; away. | 


Edg. Let em come on; I' ſtay and ciear myſelf. 
Baft. Your innocence at leiſure may be heard, 
But Gloſter's forming rage as yet is deaf, 
And you may periſh ere allow'd the hearing. | 
: (Exit Edgar. 


'The traitor,, and do juſtice on his head. 

For you, Edmund, chat have ſo ſignaliz d 

Your virtue, you from hencetorth ſhall be ours; 

Natures of ſuch fi:m druſt we much thal! need. 

A charming youth, and worth my farther thought 
[Afi 


Gloſter comes yoficer: Now to my feigned ſcuffl.— 


Duke. Lay comfart,nabie Gloſter, to vour breatty 


;! 


t 


. 
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As we to ours. This night be ſpent in revels. | 
We chuſe you, Gloſter, for our hot to-night, 
A troubleſome expreſſion of our love. 
On, to the ſports before us.— Wha are theſe ? 
Enter Gentleman-Uſher, purſued by Kent. 
Gloft. Now, what's the matter ? [ ſtrikes. 
Duke. Keep peace, upon your lives; he dies that 
Whence, and what are ye? 4 
Att. Sir, they are meſſengers, the one from your 
ſiſter, the other from the king. 
Duke. 'Y our difference? ſpeak. 
Gent. I'm ſcarce in breath, my lord. [ valour. 
Kent. No marvel, you have ſo beſtirr'd your 
fiture diſclaims the daſtard; a taylor made him. 
Duke. Speak yet, how grew your quarrel ? | 
Gent. Sir, this old ruffian here, whoſe life 1 
ſpar'd, 
In pity to his bear 
Lent. Thou eſſence bottle! 
In pity to my beard ! Your leave, my lord, 
And I will tread the muſk-cat into mortar, 
Duke. Know'ſt thou our preſence ? 
Kent. Yes, Sir, but anger has a privilege, 
Duke. Why art thou angry? | 
Kent. That ſuch a flaye as this ſhould wear a 
ſword, 


Not froſt and fire hold more antipathy 
Than I and ſuch a knave. 
. Gl;t. Why doſt thou call him knave ? 

Kent. His countenance likes me not. 

Duke. No more perhaps does mine, nor his, or hers. 
Kent. Plain dealing is my trade; and to be plain, 
have ſeen better faces in my time, [Sir, 
= Than ſtand on any ſhoulders now before me. 

Reg. This is ſome fellow, that having once been 
prais'd 5 

For bluntneſs, fince affects a ſaucy rudeneſs; 

That in his plainneſe harbour'd more deſign, 

Than twenty cringing complimenting minions, 


© Gent. Never any, Sir; 

It pleas'd the king, his maſter, lately 

Io ſtrike me on a ſlender miſconſtruction; 

& Whilſt, watching his advantage, this old lurcher 

& Tript me behind, for which the king extoll'd him; 


Drew on me here again. | 

= Duke. Bring forth the ſtocks, we'll teach you. 
Kent. Sir, I'm too old to learn; , 

Cuil not the ſtocks for me, I ſerve the king, 
On whoſe employment I was ſent to you: 

You'll ſhew too ſmall reſpect, and too bold malice 
Againſt the perſon of my royal maſter, | 
# Stocking his meſſenger. honour, 
* Duke. Bring forth the ſtocks; as I have life and 
© There ſhall he fit till noon. | 

= Reg. Till noon, my lord! Till night, and all 
night too. F 

= Kent, Why, Madam, if I were your father's dog, 
© You would not uſe me ſo. 

= Reg. Sir, being his knave, I will. 

= Glof. Let me beſeech your graces to forbear him; 
His fault is much, and the g60d king his maſter | 
Win check him for't, but heeds mutt take it ill 
To be thus ſlighted in his nieffenger. 

= Duke, We M anſwer that; 

Our ſiſter may receive it worſe to have 

Her gentleman aſfaulted. To our buſineſs, lead. 
| | it. 


CH. tam forry for thee, friend ; *tis the duke's 
pleaſure, {EY 


Ty 
8 
9 
4 


And have no courage; | office, and no honeſty, | 


But I have known one of theſe ſurly knaves, | 


Duke, What's the offence you gave him? | 


. And, fluſh'd with the honour of this bold exploit, | 


LE: ER. 7 
Whoſe diſpoſition will not be coatroul'd ; OS. 
But I'll intreat for thee. 
| Kent, Pray do not, Sir. 
I have watch'd and travell'd hard; 
Some time I ſhall ſleep out, the reſt I'll whiſtle, 
Fare wel t'ye, Sir. [ Exit Gloſt, 
All weary, and o'erwatch'd, 
I feel the drowſy gueſt ſteal on me: Take 
Advantage, heavy eyes, of this kind ſlumber, 
Not to behold this vile and ſhameful lodging. 
| [ Sleeps. 


Enter Fdgar. 
dg. I heard myſelf proclaim'd, 
And by the friendly hollow of a tree, 

Eſcap'd the hunt. No port is free, no place, 

Where guards and moſt unuſual vigilance 

Do not attend to take me. - Ho eaſy now 

were to defeat the malice of my trial, 

And leave my griefs on my ſword's reeking point; 

But love detains me from death's peaceful cell, 

Still whiſpering me, Cordelia's in diſtreſs; 

Unkind as ſhe is, I cannot ſee her wretched, 

But muſt be near to wait upon her fortune. 

Who knews but the white minute yet may come, 

When Edgar may do ſervice to Cordelia? 

That charming hope ſtili ties me to the oar 

Of painful life, and makes me too ſubmir 

To th' humbleſt ſhifts to keep that life afoot, 

My face I will beſmear, and knit ray locks: 

The country gives me proof and precedent 

Of Bedlam beggars, who, with roaring voices, 

Strike in their numb'd and mortify'd bare arms, 

Pins, iron ſpikes, thorns, ſprigs of roſemary z 

And thus from ſheep-cotes, villages, and mills, 

Sometimes with pray'rs, ſometimes with lunatick 
bans, 

Enforce their charity. Poor Tyrligaod ! poor Tom! 
That's ſomething yet. Edgar I am no more. [Ex. 
Kent in the flocks flill; Enter Lear attended, 

Lear. Tis ſtrange that they ſhould ſo depatt from 
And not ſend back our meſſenger, home, 
Kent. Hail, noble maſter. | 
Lear, How! mak'ft thou this ſhame thy paſtime? 
| What's he that has ſo much miſtook thy place, 
To ſet thee here? 
Kent. It is both he and ſhe, Sir; your ſon and 
daughter. | | 
Lear. No. 
Kent. Yes, 
| Lear, No, I ſay. 
Kent. I ſay, yea. 
| Lear. By upiter, I ſwear, no. 
Kent. By Juno, I ſwear, ay. 
Lear. They durſt not do't; 
| They could not, would not do't; *tis worſe than 
murder, | 
To do upon reſpect ſuch violent outrage. 
Reſolve me with all modeſt haſte, which way 
Thou mayſt deſerve, or they, impoſe this uſage. 
Kent. My lord, when at their home 
I did commend your highneſs' letters to them, 
Ere I was ris'n, arriv'd another poſt, | 
Stew'd in his haſte, breathleſs and panting forth, 
From Goneril, his miſtreſs, ſalutations 
Whoſe meſſage being deliver'd, they took horſe, 
Commanding me ta follow and attend | 
The leiſure of their anſwer; which I did: 


| But meeting that other meflenger, 


Whoſe welcome I perceiv'd had poiſon'd mine, 
Being the very fellow that of late 

Had ſhe wn ſuch rudeneſs to your highneſs ; I, 
Having more man than wit about me, drew; 
On which he rais'd the houſe with coward cries : 


. 


| 


That vou know leſs to value her deſert, 


8 KING LEAR. 


This was the trefpaſs, which your ſon and daughter 

Thought worth the ſhame you ſee it ſuffer here. 
Lear. Oh! this ſpleen ſwelis upwards to my heart, 

And heaves for paſſage Down, thou climbing rage, 

Thy element's below. Where is this daughter! 
Kent. Within, Sir, at a maſque. 


Enter Gloſter. 


Lear. Now Gloſter ?!— Ha! [Gloſt. av ers Lear, 
Deny to (peak with me? Th'are ſick, th are weary, 
They have travell'd hard to-night ?*—- Mere fetches; 
Bring me a better anſwer. 

Gloft. My dear lord, 

You know the fiery quality of the duke 

Lear. Vengeance! death! plague! confuſion! 
Fiery? what quality ?—Why Gloſter, Gloſter, 

J's ſpeak with the Duke of Cornwal and his wife. 

Gl:ft. I have inform'd them ſo, 

Lear. Inform d them? doſt thou underſtand me, 
I tel} thee, Gloſter — [man? 

Gl:ft. Ay, my good lord. 

Lear. The king would ſpeak with Cornwal, 

the dear father 
Would with his daughter ſpeak, commands her 
ſervice, 
Are they inform'd of this? My breath and blood! 
Fiery? The fiery duke? Tell the hot duke 
No, but not yet; may be he is not well; 
Infirmity does ſtill neglect all office: 
I beg his pardon, and I'll chide my raſhneſs 
That took the indifpos'd and fickly fit 
For the ſound man.—But wherefore ſits he there? 
Death on my ftate ! this act convinces me 
That this retiredneſs of the duke and her 
Is plain contempt. Give me my ſervant forth; 
Go tell the duke and's wife 1'd ſpeak with 'em : 
Now inftantly ,-Pid 'em come forth and hear me: 
Or at their chamber-door I'll beat the drum, 
Till it cry, fleep.to death 


Enter Cornwal and Regan. , 


Oh! are you come ? 
Duke. Health to the king? 
Reg. Iam glad to ſee your highneſs, | 
Lear. Regan, I think you are; I know what 
cauſe 
J have to think fo, Shou'd'ft thou not be glad, 
I wou'd divorce me from my mother's tomb. 
Betoved Regan, thou wilt ſhake to hear 
What I hail utter: thou cou'd'ſt ne'er ha' thought 
Thy fitter's naught: O Regan, the has ty'd [it— 
Ingratitude like a keen vulture here; 
I can ſcarce ſpeak to thee. 


[Kent js ſet at liberty. 
Reg. I pray you, Sir, take patience; | have hope 


Than the to ſlack her duty. 

Lear. Ha! How's that? 

Reg. I cannot think my ſiſter in the leaſt 
Would fail in ber reſpects; but if perchance 
She has reſtrain'd the riots of your followers, 
*Tis on ſuch groun4s, and to ſuch wholeſome ends, 
As clear her from all blame, | 

. My curſes on her! 
eg. O Sir, you're old, 


| 


| 


| Than have my ſmalleſt wants ſupply'd by her. 


And thou'd content you to be rul'd and led Fu | 


By ſome diſcretion that diſcerns your ſtate 

Better than you yourſelf; therefore, good Sir, 

Return to our liter, and ſay you have-wrong'd her. 
Leur. Ha! aſk her forgiveneſs! | 


| 


1 


II can be patient; I can ſtay with Regan, 


No, no, twas my miſtake ; thou didſt not mean ſo. 


Dear daughter, I confeſs that 1 am old; 
Age is unneceſſary; but thou art good, 
And wilt diſpenſe with my infirmity. 


* 


b 


Neg. Good Sir, no more of 


Return back to our ſiſter. 


[paſlion; 


Lear. Never, Regan; 10 
She has abated me of half my train, 
Look'd black upon me, ſtabb'd me with her tongue: Fror 
All the ſtor'd vengeances of heav'n fall 2 
On her ingratefu] head; Strike her young done: | 
Ye taking airs, with lameneſs ! | We ( 


Reg. O the bleſt gods! thus will you wiſh on ©, Far | 
When the raſh mood | | 
Lear. No, Regan, thou ſhalt never have my curſe, Wi! 


Thy tender nature cannot give thee o'er I 
To ſuch impiety : thou better know'ſt 1 
The offices af nature, bond of childhood, L 
And dues of gratitude; thou beer'ſt in mind And 
The half o th' kingdom, which our love conſen! The 
On thee and thine. | Seer 
Reg. Good Sir, to th' purpoſe. ** 
Lear. Who put my man i'th ſtocks? Tho 
Duke. What trumpet's that? Th 
Reg. I know't, my ſiſter's; this confirms hy pa 


letters. | G 
Enter Goneril's Gentleman-Uſher. 


8 | Wh: 
Sir, is your lady come? To | 
Lear. Moe torture ſtill! Hav. 
This is a ſlave, whoſe eaſy. borrow'd pride + of 
Dwells in the fickle grace of her he follows; 13 
A faſhion fop, that ſpends the day in dreſſing, Roo 
And all to bear his lady's flatt'ring meſlage ; Fr 
That can deliver with a grace her lye, Harl 
And with as bold a face bring back a greater. Ine 
Out, varlet, from my fight! 8 1 
Duke. What means your grace? 10 
Lear. Who ſtock'd my ſervant? Regan, I b 
Thou didſt not know it, hoe 1 I. 
Enter Goneril. vou 
Who comes here? Oh heav'ns! © asf 
f you do love old men; if your ſweet ſway ru! 
Hallow obedience; if yourſelves are old, II wi 
Make it your cauſe; ſend down, and take my part! WW Tha 
Why, Gorgon, doſt thou come to haunt me here! V h; 
Art not aſham'd to look upon this beard ? The 
Darkneſs upon my eyes, they play me falſe. 4 
> 


O Regan, wilt thou take her by the hand? 
Gon. Why not by th' hand, Sir? How have! 
offended ? | 

All's not offence that indiſcretion finds, 
And dotage terms ſo, 

Lear. Heart, thou art too tough 

Reg. I pray yau, Sir, being old, confeſs you are (6; 
if tilf the expiration Mur month, 
You will return, and ſojoura.with your ſiſter, 
D.ſmiſſing haif your train, come cento me; 
I'm now from home, and out of that proviſion 
That ſhall be needful for your entertainment. 
Lear. Return with her, and fifty knights diſmiſs! 
No, rather Ill forſwear all roofs, and chuſe 
To be companion to the midnight wolf, 
My naked head expos'd to th' merc'leſs air, 


Con. At your choice, Sir. me mad; 
Lear. Now, I pr'ythee daughter, do not malt 
I will not trouble thee, my child. Farewel ; 
We'll meet no more, no more ſee one another; 
Let ſhame come when it will, I do not call it; 
I do not bid the thunder-bearer ſtrike, 
Nor tell tales of thee to avenging heav'n. 
Mend when thou can'ſt ; be better at thy leiſure; 


l, and my hundred knights. 
Reg. Your pardon, Sir; 
I look's not for you yet, vor am provide 
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For your fit welcome, 


Lear. Is this well ſpoken now ? 
ity Reg. My lifter treats you fair. What, fifty fol- 
= Is it not well? What ſhould you need of more ? 

Gon, Why might not you, my lord, receive at- 

tendance 

ue; From thoſe whom ſhe calls ſervants, or from mine ? 

Reg. Why not, my lord? If then they chance to 

ſlack you, 

We cou'd controul them. If vou come to me, 
For now I ſee the danger, I intreat you 
To bring but five and twenty; to no more 
Will I give place. a 

Lear, Oh gods! I gave you all! 

Reg. And in good time you gave it. [mov'd 

Lear. Hold now, my temper; ſtand this bolt un- 
And I am thunder-proot ; 
The wicked, when compar'd with the more wicked, 
Seem beautiful; and not to be the worſt, 
Stands in ſome rank of praiſe, ' Now, Goneril, 
Thou art innocent again, I'll go with thee 
Thy fifty vet does double five and twenty, 
And thou art twice her love. 
Gon. Hear me, my lord. 
What need you five and twenty, ten, or five, 
To follow in a houſe, where twice ſo many 
| Have a command t attend you? 
| Reg, What need one? [ plagues ! 
Lear. Blood! fire! here—Leproſies and blueſt 
Room, room for hell to belch her horrors up, 
And drench the Circes in a ſtream of fire; 
Hark, how th' infernals echo to my rage 
Their whips and ſnakes ! 
| Reg. How lewd a thing is paſſion ! 
Gon, So old and ſtomachful? 

[ Lightning and thunder. 

Lear. Heav'ns drop your patience down! 
Vou ſee me here, ye gods, a poor old man, 
As full of griefs as age, wretched in both! 
lu hear no more. No, you unnat'ral hags, 
vill have ſuch revenges on you both, 
That all the world ſhall | will do ſuch things, 
What they are, yet | know not; but they ſhall be 
The terrors of the earth, You think I'll weep ; 
WH [ Thunders., 
This heart ſhall break into a thouſand pieces 


ve | Before I'll weep.—0 gods! I ſhall go mad! [ Exir. 
Duale. Tis a wild night; come out o'the ſtorm, 
; | [ Exit. 
. 

15 — 
: , a 1 
x SCENE, a deſert Heath. 
Y Enter Lear and Kent in the Storm. 
nk LOW winds, and burſt your cheeks, rage 


1: louder yet; 
WE antaltic lightning ſinge, ſinge my white head 
bout cataracts, and hurricanoes fall, 
vou have drown'd the towns and palaces 
. proud, ingrateful man. 

Kent. Not all my beſt intreaties can perſuade him 
to ſome need ful ſhelter, or to bide 
8 his poor ſlight covering on his aged head, 
Erpos'd to this wild war of earth and heav'n. 
3 a * | Thunders. 
= Lear. Rumble thy fill, fight whirlwind, rain, and 
N re; 8 | 
Z oy fire, wind, rain, or thunder, are my daughters: 
not you, ye elements, with unkindnets ; 
er gave you kipgdoms, call'd you children; 
owe me no obedience. Then let fall 
err horrible Pleaſure here 1 and your ſlave, 


cu ke 


re] 


38; 


[lower?, 


” 


— 


| 


| 
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A poor, infirm, weak, and deſpis'd old man. 

Yec I will call you ſervile miniſters, 

That have with two pernicious daughters join'd 

Your high engerder'd battle *gainft a head 

So old and white as mine. Oh! oh! *tis foul. 
Kent. Hard by, Sir, is a hovel, that will lend 

Some ſhelter from this tempeſt, [a father! 
Lear. I will forget my pature. What! ſo kind 

Ay, there's the point. | [ Thunders. 
Kert. Conſider, good my liege, things that love 

night, 


| Love not ſuch nights as this; theſe wrathful ſk'es 


Frighten the very wand'rers of the dark, [rain, 
And make them keep their caves ; ſuch drenching 
Such ſheets of fire, ſuch claps of horrid thunder, 
Such groans of roaring winds, have ne'er been 
known. [ Thunders. 

Lear. Let the great gods, | 
That keep this dreadful pudder o'er our heads, 
Find out their enemies now. Tremble, thou wretch, 
That haſt within thee undiſcover'd crimes ! 

Hide, hide, thou murd'rer, hide thy bloody hand 
Thou perjur'd villain, holy hypocrite, 

That drink'ſt the widow's tears, figh now, and aſk 
Theſe dreadful ſummoners grace.-I am a man 
More finn'd againſt, than finning. 

Kent, Good Sir, to th' hovel. 

Lear. My wits begin to burn i 
Come on, my boy; how doſt, my boy? Art cold? 
I'm cold myſelf; ſhew me this ſtraw, fellow; 
The art of our neceſſity is ſtrange, 

And can make vile things precious. My poor knave, 
Cola as I am at heart, I've one place there 
That's ſorry yet for thee. 

Gloſter's Palace. Enter Baſtard, 

Baſt. The ſtorm is in our louder rev'lings drown'd, 
Thus would I reign, cou'd I but mount a throne. 
The riots of theſe proud imperial ſiſters 
Already have impos'd the galling yoke 
Of taxes, and hard impoſitions on 
The drudging peaſant's neck, who bellows out 
His loud complaints in vain—=Triumphant queens ! 
With what atlurance do they tread the crowd? 

Oh ! for a taſte of ſuch majeſtic beauty, | 

Which none but my hot veins are fit t'engage 3 

Nor are my withes deſp'rate ; for ev'n now, 

During the banquet, I obſerv'd their glances 

Shot thick at me; and, as they left the room, 

Each caft, by ſtea!th, a kind inviting ſmile, 

The happy earneſt ha ! 

Two pages, from ſeveral entrances deliver him each 
| a letter, and Exit. 

Reads.] Where merit is jo tranſparent, not to be- 
bold it were blindneſs, and not to reward it ingrati- 
tude. SG GoNERIL. 
Enough ! Blind and ungrateful ſhould 1 be 
Not to obey the ſummons of this oracle. 

Now for a ſecond letter. [Opens the other. 
| Reads. ] If medeſty be not yoxr enemy, dtubt not to 
find me your friend. '  REGANs« 
Excell-ut Sybil! O my glowing blood! 

I am already ſick of expeQation, | 

And pant for the poſſeſſion.— Here Gioſter comes; 
With bufineſs on his brow; be huſh'd, my joys. 

| Enter Gloſter, — | 

Ga. I come to ſeek thee, Edmund, to impart a 
buſineſs of importance. I know thy loyal beart is 
touch'd to fee the cruelty of theſe ungrateful 
daughters againſt our royal maſter. | 

Baſt. Moſt ſavage and unnatural. ' | 

Gleſt. This change in the ſtate fits uneaſy. The 


[ Exit. 


| xeady they cry out tor the re-inſtalment of their 
B 


— ee 


Commons repine aloud at their female tyrants; al- 


0 


- Worthy ſuch honeſt daring ſouls as thine. 
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good old king, whoſe injuries, I fear, will inflame 


them into mutiny. 

Baß. Tis to be hop'd, not fear'd, 

Ge. Thou halt it, boy; tis to be hop'd indeed. 
On me they caſt their eyes, and hourly court me 
To lead them on; and whilft this head is mine, 
I'm theirs. A little covert craft, my boy, 

And then for open action; "twill be employment 


Thou, Edmund, art my truſty emiſſary. 
Haſte on the ſpur, at the firſt break of day, 
[ Gives bim letters. 


E-8B;A 


Of what your impious ſiſters have decreed, 


Immediate death for any that relieve him? Are 
Cord. 1 cannot dread the furies in this caſe, L 
Ar. In ſuch a night as this! Conſider, Madam, davy 

For many miles about there's ſcarce a buth 

To ſhelter in. the 
Cord. Therefore no ſhelter for the king, flam 

And more our charity to find him out: knit! 

What have not women dar'd for vicious love that 

And we'll be ſhining proofs that they can dare et 

For piety as much. Blow winds, and lightning fall, His 


Bold in my virgin innocence Ill fly [ Thunder, a 


With theſe diſpatches to the Duke of Cambrey. My royal father to relieve, or die. [ Exit, cas, 
You know what mortal feuds have always flam'd Baſe. Provide me a Giſguile, we'll inſtantly for 
Between this Duke of Cornwal's family, and his; Go ſeek the kins.—Ha ! ha! a lucky change: the 
Full twenty thouſand mountaineers That virtue which | fear'd wou'd be my hind'rance, age 
Th' inveterate prince will ſend to our aſſiſtance. Has prev'd the bawd to my deſign. l 
Diſpatch; commend us to his grace, and proſper. | I'l] bribe two ruffians ſhail at diſtance follow, pal. 

Baſt. Ves, eredulous old man, [ Afide.| And ſeize them in ſome deſert place; and there, the 
I will commend you to his grace, W hilit one retains her, t'other ſhall return too: 
His grace the Duke of Cornwal inſtantly, T' inform me where ſhe's lodg'd. I'll be &ifguis' : 
To ſhew him theſe contents in thy own charaQter, | Whilſt they are poaching for me, I'll to the duke WF 
And feal'd with thy own ſignet; then forthwith [With theſe diſpaiches; then to the field, To 
The chol'ric duke gives ſentence on thy lite ; Where, like the vig'rous Jove, I will enjoy 4 
And to my hand thy vaſt revenues fall, This Semele in a ſtorm ; twill deaf her cries, | hal 
To glut my pleaſures that till now have ſtarv'd. Like drums in battle, leſt her groans ſhould pierce WWF . 

| [ Retires. | My pitying ear, and make the am'rous fight |:{' Wi Sh 
Gloſter going off is met by Cordelia enter ing; Baſtard fierce. x | [ Ei, Ju 
obſerving at a diſtance. Stermcontinuet. The Field Scene, Enter Lear and Kent, I! 

Cord. Turn, Gloſter, turn, by all the ſacred| MXenr. Here is the place, my lord; good my lord, 
J do conjure you give my griefs a hearing 2 [pow'rs The tyranny of this open night's too rough | enter: WF * 
You muſt, you thall, nay, I am ſure you will, For nature to endure. no 
For you were alway's ſtil'd the juſt and good. Lear, Let me alone. | be 

Cle. What woud'ſ thou, princeſs? Riſe, and} Kent. Good my Lord, enter, BY 

ſpear thy griefs. | Lear. Wiit break my heart ? 
Cord. Nay, you ſhail promiſe to redreſs em too, | Kent. Beſeech you, Sir. M' 
Or here I'll kneel for ever. 1 entreat Lear. Thou think'ſt 'tis much that this conten- th 
Thy fuccour for a father, and a king; Invades us to the ſkin: ſo 'tis to thee; | cious form da 
An injur'd father, and an injur'd king. [ber, But where the greater malady is fixt, | We 

Baſt. O charming ſorrow ! How her tears adorn | The leſſer is ſcarce felt: the tempeſt in my mind H 
Like dew on flow'rs! But the is viituous, Does from my ſenſes take all feeling elſe, th 
And I muſt quexch this hopeleſs fire i'th' kindling. Save what beats there. Filial ingratitude |! m 

[ Aide. Is it not as this mouth ſhould tear this hand | Of 

Gloft. Conſider, princefs, | For lifting food te't - But I'll puniſh home! th. 

For whom thou beg'ſt ; tis for the King that No, I will weep no more. In ſuch anight[Thunder:. WH th 
wrong'd thee, | Js thut me out Pour on, I will endure 

Cord, O name not that; he did not, cou'd not In ſuch a night as this! O Regan, Gonerit! = 

wrong me. Your old kind father, whoſe frank heart gave all- ©: 
Nay, muſe rot, Gloſter, for it is too likely O that way madneſs lies! let me ſhun that; = 2! 
This injur'd king ere this is paſt you aid, No more of that. th 
And gone diſtracted with bis ſavage wrongs. Kent. See, my lord, here's the entrance, u 

Baſt. I'il gaze no more—and yet my eyes are] Lear. Well, I'll go in, 10 

charm'd. [ A/ide.} And paſs it all; I'll pray, and then I'll ſleep. © 

Cord. Or, what if it be worſe ?-Can there be | Tandem. db 
As tis too probable, this furious night [worſe? Poor naked wretches, whereſoe'er you are, 1 0 
Has pierc'd his tender body, the bleak winds That *bide the pelting of this pitileſs ſtorm ; 8 1 
And cold rain chili'd, or lightning ſtruck him dead; How ſhall your houſeleſs heads and unfed fides : 

If it be fo, your promiſe is diſcharg'd, Suſtain this ſhock, your raggedneſs defend you, E 

And I have only one poor boon to beg, From feaſons ſach as theſe ? : 

That you'd convey me to his breathleſs trunk, Oh! 1 have ta'en too little care of this. = « 
With my torn robes to wrap his hoary head, Take phyſic, pomp! f 
With my torn hair to bind his hands and feet, Expoſe thyſelf to feel what wretches feel, .- 
Then with-a ſhow'r of tears bm. That thou may'ſt caſt the ſuperflux to them, 14 
To waſh his clay-ſmear'd cheeks, and die beſide] And ſhew the heav'ns more juſt. W 1 

Gloft. Riſe, fair Cordelia, thou hafprety Edgar in the bevel. | * 
Enough t' atone for both thy fiſters crimes; Eds. Five fathom, and a half, poor Tom. = 
I have already plotted to reftore Kent. What art thou that doſt grumble ther! 

My injur'd maſter; and thy virtue tells me i' th' ſtraw ? Come forth. 
We ſhall ſucceed, and ſuddenly, [Exit.| Edg. Away ! the foul fiend follows me—Throvg" 

Cord. Diſpatch, Arante, the ſharp hawthorn blows the cold wind — Mum, { 
Provide me a diſguiſe ; we'll inſtantly go to thy bed and warm thee—Ha! what do | ſee: f 
Go ſeek the king, and bring him ſome relief By all my griefs, the peor old king bareheaded, 

And drench'd in this foul ſtorm ! Profeffing ſyrely { 


Ar. Bow, Madam! are you ignorant | 


Jam, 


{ Thoſe pelican daughters. 


parents; keep thy word juſtly; ſwear not, commit 
not with man's ſworn ſpouſe ; ſet not thy ſweet|the web, and the pin; knits the elflock ; ſquints 


N It 


Are all your proteſtations come to this ! | Ment, I fear'd *twou'd come to this; his wits 
Lear. Tell me, fellow, didſt thou give all to thy are gone. | 
davghters ? Fag. Fraterrato calls me, and tells me Nero is 


Edg. Who gives any thing to poor Tom, whon: 'an angler in the lake of darkneſs, Pray innocent, 
the foul fiend has led through fire and through | and beware the foul fiend. | 
flame, through buſhes and bogs; that has laid| Lear, Right, ha! ha! was it not pleaſant to 
knives under his pillow, and halters in his pew {have a thoufand with red-hot ſpits come hifling in 
that has made him proud of heart to ride on a bay | upon them ? | | 
trotting horſe over tour-inched bridges, to courſe! Fdg. My tears begin to take his part ſo much, 
his own ſhagow for a traitor, Bleſs thy five wits,| They mar my counterfeiting. { Ajide, 
Tom's a-cold. [See ..] Bleis thee from Wbirl- Lear. The lititle dogs and all, Tray, Blanch, 
winds, ſtar-blaſting, and taking; do poor Tom and Sweetheart, ſee they bark at me. 


ſome charity, whom the foul fiend vexes.—Sa, ſa; Edg. Tom will throw his head at 'em.“ Vaunt, ye 


there I could have him now, and there, and _— e thy mouth or black or white, [ curs, 
agen. | Tooth that poiſons if it bite : 
Lear. Have his daughters brought him to this Maſtiff, greyhound, mungrel grim, 
paſs ? Coulaſt thou ſave nothing? Didſt thou sive Hound, or ſpaniel, brache, or lym: 
them all ? . Bob- tail tike, or trundle- tail, 
Kort. He has no daughter, Sir. Tom will make em weep and wail ; 
Lear. Death, traitor, nothing could have ſub- For with throwing thus my head, 
| du'd nature Dogs leap the hatch, and all are fled. 
To ſuch a lowneſs, but his unkind daughters. | Come, march to wakes and fairs, and matket-towns. 
Fag. Pillicock fat upon Pillicock bill; hallo, Poor Tom, thy horn is dry. 
hallo, hallo. Lear. You, Sir, I entertain you for one of my 
Lear. Is it the faſhion, that diſregarded fathers|hundred, only I do not like the faſhion of your 
| Should have ſuch little mercy on their fleſh ? | garments: you'll ſay they're Perſian, but no mate 
Judicious puniſhment ! *T was this fleſh begot er, let 'em be changed. 


| 4 Enter Gloſter. 
Edg. Take heed of the foul fiend; obey thy] Edg. This is the foul Flibbertigibbet; he begins 
at curtew, and walks till the firſt cock ; he gives 


heart on proud array — Tom's a cold. the eye, and makes the hare-lip; mildes the 


7. 
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| Heaven, Let not the paint, nor the patch, nor 
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Lear. What haſt thou been? white wheat, and hurts the poor creatures of the 
Edg. A ſerving-man proud of heart; that curl'd| earth. | 
my hair; uſed perfume and waſhes ; that ſerved; Swithin footed thrice the wold, 


dhe luſt of my miſtreſs's heart, and did the act of; He met the night-mare and her nine fold, 
# darkneſs with her; ſwore as many oaths as I ſpoke *T was there he did zppoint her; 


words, and broke them all in the ſweet face off He bid her alight, and her troth plight, 

And aroynt the witch, aroynt her. 
the ruſtling of ſilke, berray thy poor heart to wo-“ Cet. What, has your grace no better company? 
man; keep thy foot out of brothels, thy hand out; Eag. The Prince of Darkneſs is a gentleman ; 


of plackets, thy pen from creditors books. And defy Modo he is cali'd, and Mahu. 
the foul fiend. —Stil! through the hawthorn blows | G/:ft. Go with me, Sir; hard by I have a te- 


the cold wind. j nant. My duty cannot ſuffer me to obey in all 
Lear, Death! thou wert better in thy grave, | your daughters hard commands, who have enjoin'd 

than thus to anſwer, with thy uncovered body, this| me to make faſt my doors, and let this tyrannous 

extremity of the ſky. And yet conſider him well, | night take hold upon you. Yet have I ventur'd to 

and man's no more than this; thou art indebted to! come ſeek you out, and bring you where both fire 

the worm for no filk, to the beaſt for no hide, to and food are ready. ; 

the cat for no perfume,——Ha ! here's two of us| Kent. Good my lord, take this offer. 

are ſophiſticated : thou art the thing itſelf; unac-| Lear. Firſt let me talk with this philoſopher, 

commodated man is no more than ſuch a poor] Say, Stagyrite, what is the cauſe of thunder ? 


bare forked animal as thou art. Glet. Beſeech you, Sir, go with me. 
Off, off, ye vain 6iſguiſes, empty lendings, Lear. I'll talk a word with this ſame learned 
be my original ſelf: quick, quick, uncaſe me. Theban. 

Kent. Defend his wite, good Heaven! What is your ſtudy ? 


Lear. One point I had forgot; whatis your name? Fdg. Howto prevent the fiend, and to kill vermin. 

Edg. Poor Tom, that ets the ſwimming frog, Lear. Let me aſk you a word in private. 1 
the Wall-newt and the water-newt; that in the] Kent. His wits are quite unſettled; good Sir, 
fury of his heart, when the foul fiend rages, eats| let's force him hence. ; ; 
cow-dung for ſallads, ſwallows the old rat and the] Gl. Can'ſ blame him? His daughters ſeek his 
ditch-dog; that drinks the green mantle of the] death; this bedlam but diſturbs him the more. Fel- 
ſtanding pool; that's whipt from tything toſ low, be gone. 
tything ; that has three ſuits to his back, fix ſhirts} Fdg. Child Rowland, to the dark tower came, 


to his body, His word was till fie, foh, and fum, 
Horſe to ride, and weapon to wear: 11 ſmell the blood of a Britiſh man. ! torture ! 
But rats and mice, and ſuch ſmall deer, ; wy : [Exit. 
Have been Tom's food for ſeven long year. Gloſt. Now, I pr'ythee, friend, let's take him 


Beware - peace. Smolkin, peace, thou! in our arms, and carry him where he ſhall meet both 

foul fiend i 2 8 Foe 5 a | welcome and protection. Good Sir, along with us. 
Lear. One word more, but be ſure a true coun-| Lear. You ſay right, let em anatomize Regan, 

ſel; tell me, is a madman a zentleman, or a ſee what breeds about her heart; is there any cauſe 

Yeoman ? | in nature for theſe hard hearts? 
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Kent. I beſeech your grace. | | 

Lear. Hiſt! Make no noiſe, make no noiſc— 
ſo, ſoz we'll to ſupper i' th* morning, [Execunt. 

Enter Cordelia and Arante, 

Ar. Dear Madam, reſt ye here our ſearch isvain 
Look, here's a ſhed; beſeech ve, enter here. 
Cord. Pr'ythee go in thyſelf, ſeek thy own eaſe; 
Where the mind's free, the body's delicate. 

This tempeſt but oiverts me from the thought 
Of what would hurt me more. 
| Enter two Ruffians. 

1 Ruff. We have dogg'd 'em far enough; this 
| place is private 
' keep 'em priſoners here within this hovel, 
Whilſt you return and bring Lord Edmund hither; 
But help me firſt to houſe em. 

2 Rif. Nothing but this dear devil [SD gold. 
Should have drawn me through all this tempeit, 
But to our work. 

[ They ſeize Cordelia and Arante, who fries out. 
Soft, Madam, we are friends; oi patch, I ſay. 
Cord. Help, murder, help. Gods! ſoms kind 
To ſtrike me dead! Ltaunderbol 

Enter Edgar. 

Fdg. What cry was that — Ha! women ſeiz'd 
Is this a place and time for villainy? [by ruffians! 
Avaunt, ye bloochounds. 

Drives them with his quarter-ſtaff. 

Both. The devil, the devil! | Run &. 

Edz. O ſpeak, what are ye that appear to be 

* th'tencer (ex, and yet unguarded wander 
Through the dead mazes of this dreadful night, 
Where (tho' at fuli) the clouded moon ſcarce darts 
Imperfect ;iimmerings ? 

Cord. Firſt ſay, what art thou, 

Our guardian angel, that wert pleas'd t' aſfume 
That horrid ſhape to fright the raviſhers ? 
We'll kneel to thee, 
Eg. O my tumultuous blood! 
By all my trembling veins, Cordelia's voice! 
*Tis ſhe herſelf !—My ſenſes ſure conform 
To my wild garb, and Iam mad indeed. [ Afide. 

Cord. Whate'er thou art, betriend a wretched vir- 

And if thou canſt, direct our weary ſearch, [Ein: 


Edg. Who relieves poor Tom, that ſleeps ou the 


nettle, with the hedge- pig for his pillow, 
Whiift Smug ply'd the bellows, 
She truck'd with her fellows; 
The freckle-fac'd Mab 
Was a blouze and a drab, 


YetSwiithin made Oberon jealous, —-Oh ! torture 


Ar. Alack, Madam! a poor wand'ring lunatic. 
Cd. And yet his language ſeem'd but now well 
temper'd. 


Speak, friend, to one more wretched than thyſelf; 


And if thou haſt one interval of ſenſe, 

Inform us, if thou canſt, where we may find 

A poor old man, who thro? this heath hath ſtray'd 
The tedious night.—Speak, ſaw'ſt thou ſuch aone? 


Edg. The king, her father, whom ſhe's come to 
Thro? all the terrors of this night: O gods! [ſeek 


That ſuch amazing piety, ſuch tenderneſs, 
Shou'd yet to me be cruel! Ade. 
Yes, fair-one, ſuch a one was lately here, 
And is convey'd by ſome that came to ſeek him, 
To a neighb'ring cottage ; but diſtinctly where, 
1 know not. 
Cord. Bleſſings on them! 
Let's find him out, Arante, for thau ſeeſt 
We are in Heaven's protection. [ Going of. 
Edg. O Cordelia! 


Cord. Halo—Thou know'ft my name. 
Edg. As you did once know Edgar's. 


. | Regan, ſee here, a plot upon our ſtate ;\ 
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| Cord. Edgar! 578, r al 
Edg. The poor remains of Edgar, what your 

(corn has left him. 

Cord, Do we wake, Arante? 

Edg. My father ſeeks my life, which I preſery'g 
In hope of ſome blets'd minute to oblige 
Diſtreſs'd Cordelia, and the gods have given it; 
That thought alone prevail'd with me to take 
I his frantic dreſs, to make the earth my bed, 


Noon's ſcorching heat, and midnight's piercing cull, 
To feed on uffals, and to drink with herds, 
Lo combat with the winds, and be the ſport 
Of clowns, or. what's mote wreached yet, their pity, 
| Cord, Was ever tale ſo full of miſery ! 
Edg. But ſuch a fail as this I graut was duc 
To my aſpiring love, for 'twas preſumptuous, 
Though not preſumptuouſly purſued; 
For weil you know ] wore my flame conceal'd, 
And filent as the lanips that burn in tombs, 
Till you perceiv'd my griet, with mooceit grace 
Drew forth the ſecret, and then ſeal'd my pardon, 
Cord. You had your pardon, nor Can yu chat. 
Edg. What do I ctallange more? [lenge more, 
Such vanity agrees nut with theſe rags ; 
When in my proſp'rous ſtate, rich Gloſter's heir, 
You ſitenc's my pretences, and enjoin'd me 
To troube you upon that theme no more; 
Chen what reception muſt love's language find 
From theſe bare limbs and begger's humble weeds? 
Cord. Such as a voice of pardon to a wretch con. 
Such as the ſhouts 
Gf ſuccouring forces to a town beſieg'd. 
Edg. Ah! what new method now of crueity? 
Cord, Come to my arms, thoudeareit, beſt of men, 
And take the kindeſt yows that e'et were [p:ke 
By a proteſting maid. 
Eadg. Is't pothible ? [ heart, 
Cord. By the dear vital ſtream that bathes my 
[Thete ha!low'd rags of thine, and naked v:rive, 
| Uheie abject taſſels, theſe tantaſtic ſhreds, 
' (Ridiculous even to the meaneſt clown) 
| To me are deater than the richeſt pomp 
' Of purpled monarchs. 
Edg. Generous, charming maid ! 
The gods alone that made, can rate thy worth! 
his moſt amazing excellence ſhall be 
Fame's triumph in ſucceeding ages, when 
Thy bright example ſhall adorn the icene, 
And teach the world perfection. 
Cord. Cold and weary 
We'll ret awhile, Arante, on that ſtraw, 
Then forward to find out the poor old king. 
E ag. Look, I have flint and ſteel, the implements 
Of wand'ring lunatics; III ftrike a light, 
And make a fire beneath this ſhed, to dry | thee; 
Thy ſtorm-drench'd garments, ere thou lie to reſt 
Then, fierce and wakeful as th' Heſperian dragon, 
watch beſide thee to protect thy fleep ; 
Meanwhile the ſtars ſhall dart their kindeſt beams, 
And angels viſit my Cordelia's dreams. | Excur!. 
SCENE, The Palace. 
Enter Cornwal, Regan, Baſtard, Servants. Corn- 
wal with Gloſter's letters. 
Duke. I will have my revenge ere I depart his 
[ houſe, 


{| <emn's ; 


'Tis Gloſter's character, that has betray'd 
His double truſt of ſubject and of hoſt. 
. Reg, Then double be our vengeance. This conr 
firms | | 
Th' intelligence that we but now receiv'd, 
That he has been this night to ſeek the king, 
But who, Sir, was the kind Ciſcoverer ? 


With theſe bare limbs all change of ſeaſons 'bide, h 
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Rezan, I bleed apace; give me your arm. Zxeunt- 


KING? LEA! N 13 
Due. Onreagle, quick to ſpy, and fierce to ſeize; - Gleft. All dark, and comfortleſs ! 8 
Our truſty Edmund. ; | Where are thoſe various objects that, but now, 


Reg. *T'was a noble ſervice; | Employ'd my buſy eyes? Where thoſe eyes? 
o Cornwal, take him to thy deepeſt truſt, Dead are their piercing rays, that lately ſhot 
And wear him as ajewel at thy heart. 7 ** flow'ry vales to diſtant ſunny hills, 


Baſt. Think, Sir, how hard a fortune I ſuſtain, And drew with joy the vaſt horizon in. 
That makes me thus repent of ſerving you. | Wecpt. Theſe groping hands are now my only guides, 


O that this treaſon had not been, or I | And feeling all my ſighr. 

Not the diſcoverer! ; O miſery | what words can ſound my grief? 
Duke. Edmund, thou ſhalt find Shut from the living whilſt among the living; 

A father in our love, and from this minute Dark as the grave amidſt the buſtling world. 

We call thee Earl of Gloſter 3 but there yet At once from bus'neſs, and from pleaſure barr'ds 

RK:mains another juſtice to be done, No more to view the beauty of the ſpring, 

And that's to puniſh this aiſcarded traitor Nor ſee the face of kindred, or of friend; 

But left thy tender nature ſhould relent Vet ſtill one way th' extremeſt fate aftords, 

At bis juſt ſutterings, nor brook the ſight, And een the blind can find the way to death. 

W- with thee to withdraw, * Muſft-I then tamely die, and unreveng'd ? 

Reg. The grotto, Sir, within the lower grove, | So Lear may fall: no, with theſe bleeding rings 

Has privacy to ſuit a mourner's thought, Iwill preſent me to the pitying crowd, | 

[To Edmund ade. And with the rhetorick of theſe dropping veins 
Baſt. And there I may expect a comforter, ' Inflame them to revenge their king and me; 

Ha, Madam? : | Then, when the glorious miſchief is on wing, 
Reg. What may happen, Sir, I know not; This lamber from ſome precipice I'll throw, 

But 'twas a friend's advice. [Exit Baſtard. And daſh it on the ragged flint below; 

Duke. Bring in the traitor. Whence my freed ſoul to her bright ſphere ſhell fly, 
Cioſter brought ix. Through boundleſs orbs eternal regions ſpy, [ 
Bind faſt his aims. | And, like the ſun, be all one glorious eye. 
Gl. What mean your graces? 

You are my gueſts, pray do me no foul play. oo c00004500008 000000 ZZ (ERR, 000000 000000008 2 
Duke. Bind him, I ſay; hard, harder yet. LEES: E 
Rep. Now, traitor, thou ſhalt find 
Duke. Speak, rebel, where haſt thou ſent the dQ + IV. 

king ? SCENE, A Orotto. 
Whom, ſpight of our decree, thou ſaw'ſt laſt night. 


CI. I'm ty'd to th' ſtake, and muſt ſtand the Edmund and Regan amcroufly ſeated, liſiening to 


courſe, Muſick, 
Reg. Say where, and why thou haſt conceal'd him? | Baſt. HY were thoſe beauties made ans 
Gol. Be cauſe I wou'd not ſee thy cruel hands other's right, 
Tear out his poor old eyes, nor thy tierce ſiſter Which none can prize like me? charming queen, 
Carve his anointed fleſh; but I ſhall ſee Take all my blooming youth; for ever fold me 


The ſwift-wing'd vengeance overtake ſuch children. In thoſe ſoft arms; lull me in endleſs fleep, 
Duke, See't thou ſhalt never! Slaves, perform | That I may dream of pleaſures too tranſporting 
your work, | For life to bear, 
Out with thoſe treacherous eyes; diſpatch, I ſay ; Reg. Live, live, my Gloſter, 
If thou ſee'ſt vengeance And feel no death, but that of ſwooning joy! 
G/:fi, He that will think to live till he be old, I yield thee bliſſes on no harder terms, 


Give me ſome help. —O cruel! oh! ye gods. Than that thou continue to be happy. 
[They put out bis eyes. Baſt. This jealouſy-is yet more kind; is't poſſible 
Serv. Hold, hold, my lord, I bar your cruelty; | That I ſhould wander from a paradiſe * 
cannot love your ſatety, and give way To feed on ſickly weeds? ſuch ſweets live here, 
To ſuch barbarous practice. That conſtancy will be no virtue in me. 
Dube. Ah, my villain! And yet muſt 1 forthwith go meet her lifter, [ Aſides 
Serv, I have been your ſervant from my infancy, To whom I muſt proteſt as much | 
But better ſervice have I never done you, Suppoſe it be the ſame; why, beſt of all, 


Than with this boldneſs And I have, then, my leſſon ready conn'd. 
Duke. Take thy death, ſlave. Reg. Wear this remembrance of me—l dare now 
Serv. Nay, then revenge whilſt yet my blood is [ Gives a ringe 
warm. »  [Fight.| Abſent myſelf no longer from the duke, | 


Reg. Help kere—Are you not hurt, my iord? |} Whoſe wound grows dangerous—T hope, mortal. 
Gi. Edmund, enkindle all the tparks of nature; Baſt. And let this happy image of your Gloſter 
To quit this horrid act. [Pulling out a picture, drops à note. 

Reg. Out, treacherous villaln, Lodge in that breaſt where all his treaſure lies. 
Thou call'ſt on him that hates thee; it was he | [ Exit. 
That broach's thy treaſon, ſhew'd us thy diſpatches; Reg. To this brave youth a woman's bluoming 

here —read, and fave the Cambrian prince a la- beauties | 
If thy eyes fail thee, call for ſpectacles, [Þour, Are due; my fool uſurps my bed—What's here ? 
Cie. O my folly! Confuſion on my eyes! 


a Then Edgar was abus'd; kind gods, forgive me that! Reads. © Where merit is ſo tranſparent, not te 


Reg. How is't, my lord? behold it were blindneſs, and not to reward it in- 
Dude. Turn out that eyeleſs villain, let him ſmell | gratitude, | GONERIL.” 
is Way to Cambiay; throw this ſlave upon à Vexatious accident! yet fortunate too; 
dunghill, 8 conſirm'd, and I am taught 
To caf} tor my defence { Enter an Officer, 
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Come on't what will. 
Gleft. Sirrah! naked fellow 
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Now, what mean thoſe ſhouts, and this thy haſty 


_ entrance? 

OF. A moſt ſurpriſing and a ſudden change; 
The peaſants are all up in mutiny, 

And only want a chief to lead them on 
To ſtorm your palace, 

Reg. On what provocation ? | 

Of. At laſt day's public feſtival, to which 
The yeomen from all quarters had repair'd, 

Old Gloſter, whom you late deprived of ſight, 
(His veins yet ſtreaming freſh) preſents himſelf, 
Proclaims your cruelty, and their opprefſion, 
With the king's injuries : which ſo enrag'd them, 
That now that mutiny, which long had crept, 
Takes wing, and threatens your beſt pow'rs. 

Reg. White-liver'd flaves ! 

Our rorces rais'd, and led by valiant Edmund, 

Shall drive this monſter of rebellion back 

To her dark cell; young Gloſter's arm allays 

The ſtorm his father's feeble breath did raiſe. [ Exit. 
The Field Scene. Enter Edgar, 

Ed. The loweſt and moſt abje thing of fortune 
Stands ſtill in hope, and is ſecure from tear 
The lamentable change is from the beſt, | 
The worſt returns to better.-Who comes here? 

Enter Gloſter, led by an Old Man. 
My father poorly ied! depriv'e of fight! 
The precious ſtones torn from their bleeding rings! 
Something I heard of this inhuman deed, 
But diſbeliev's it, as an act too horrid 
For the hot he}l of a curſt woman's fury. 
When will the meaſure of my woes be full! 

Gloſt. Revenge, thou art on foot; ſucceſs attend 
Well have I ſold my eyes, if the event [ thee : 
Prove happy for the injur'd king. 

Old. M. O, my good lord, I have been your te- 
nant and your father's tenant theſe fourſcore years. 

Gleft. Away, get thee away; good friend, be 
Thy comforts can do me no goud at al, {gone; 
Thee they may hurt. | 

Ola. M. You cannot ſee your way. 

Cleſt. 1have no way, and therefore want no eyes; 
J ſtumbled when I ſaw. O dear ſon Edgar, 

The food of thy abuſed father's wrath; 
Might I but live to ſee thee in my touch, 
I'd ſay I had eyes again. 

Edg. Alas, he's ſenſible that I was wrong'd; 
And 1thonld 1 own myſelf, his tender heart 
Would break betwixt the extremes of grief and joy. 

Old M. How now? who's there ? 

Edg. A charity for poor Tom. 
defy the foul fiend. 

O gods! and muſt I ſtill purſue this trade, 
Trifling beneath ſuch loads of miſery? [ Aide. 

Old M. Tis poor mad Tom. 

Gloſt. In the late ſtorm I ſuch a fellow ſaw, 
Which made me think a man a worm, 

Where is the lunatick ? 

Old M. Here, my lord. 

Gloſt. Get thee now away; if for my ſake 
Thou wilt o'ertake us hence a mile or two, 

I' th* way to Dover, do't for ancient love, 
And bring ſome cov'ring for this naked wretch, 
Whom l'll intreat to lead me. 

Old M. Alack, my lord, he's mad. {| the blind. 

Gleſt. Tis the time's plague when madmen lead 
Do as I bid thee. 

Old M. I'll bring him the beſt *parel that 12. 

xit. 


Play fair, and 


Edg. Poor Tom's a cold. I cannot fool it longer, 
And yet I muſt—Bleſs thy ſweet eyes, they bleed; 
Believ't, poor Tom e'en weeps his blind to ſee em. 
A. Know'ſ thou the way to Doyer? 


| Looks dreadfully down on the roaring deep; [hea 


| And take a dark man's bleſſing. [ cely 


| Our injur'd country is at length in arms, 


| 


Edg. Both ſtile and gate, horſe-way and foot- ai 
| Poor Tom has been ſcared out of his good wits, Ble 
every true man's {on from the foul fiend, 

GI. Here take this purſe ; that I am wretche 
Makes thee the happier. Heav'n deal ſo ſtill! 


| Thus let the griping uſurer's hoard be ſcatter'd, o 
So diſtribution ſhall undo exceſs, ; | * 
And each man have enough. Doſt thou know Doren w 0 


Edg. Ay, maſter. Go 
G/:/t. There's a cliff, whoſe high and bending ; 


Bring me but to the very brink of it, on 
And I'll repair the poverty thou bear'ſt _ 


| With ſomething rich about me: from chat place 
| ſhall no leading need. bn pf 
Fag. Give methy arm: poor Tom ſhall guide thee M 
Gl}. Soft : for I hear the tread of paſſengers, Th 
| nter Kent and Cordelia. | n 


Cord. Ah me! Your fear's too true, it was the rhe 
I ſpoke but now with ſome that met him [ king, ; 2 
As mad as the vex'd fea, finging aloud, ; 
Crown'd with rank fumiter, and furrow weeds, r 
With berries, burdocks, violets, daizies, poppies, Wi N 


And all the idle flowers that grow 

In our ſuſtaining corn: conduct me to him, 

To prove my Jaſt endeavours to teſtore him, 

And heav'n ſo proſper thee! 

Kent. I will, good lady. 

| Ha! Gloſter here — Turn, poor dark man, and hey 
A triend's condolement, who at fight of thine 

| Forgets his own diſtreſs; thy old true Kent. 

| Cet. How ! Kent? From whence return'd? 

Kent. Ihave not ſince mybaniſhmeat been abſent, 

But in diſguiſe follow'd th' abandon'd king. 

Twas me thou ſaw'ſt with him in the late ſtorm, 

Ci. Let me embrace thee; had I eyes, I now 

Should weep for joy; hut let this trickling blood 

Sufhce inſtead of tears. 

Cord. O miſery! 

To whom ſhail I complain, or in what language ? 

Forgive, O wretched man, the piety 

That brought thee to this paſs; twas I that caus'dit; 

| caſt me at thy feet, and beg of taee 

To cruſh theſe weeping eyes to equal darkneſs, 

If that will give thee any recompence. 

Eag. Was ever ſeaſon ſo diſtreſt as this? [ Aft, 

G/oft. I think, Cordelia's voice! Riſc, pious prin» 
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Cord. O, my Edgar 
My virtue's now grown guilty, works the bane 
Of thoſe that do befriend me. Heaven forſakes me, 
And when you look that way, it is but juſt 
That you ſaould hate me too. { wound 
i Edg. O wave this cutting ſpeech, and ſpare i 
A heart that's on the rack. 

Goff. No longer cloud thee, Kent, in that diſguiſe; 
There's buſineſs for thee, and of nobleſt weig ht : 
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| Urg'd by the king's inhumen wrongs and mine, 
And only want a chief to lead them on. 
That taſk be thine. 

Edg. Braye Britain! then there's life in't yet. 
| LA. 
Cent. Then have we one caſt for our fortune ſtil. 
Come, princeſs, 1'll beſtow you with the king, 
Then on the ſpur to head theſe forces. | 
Farewel, good Glofter ; to our conduct truſt, 
Cle. And be your cauſe as proſp'rous as 'tis juſt, 
E xeunt» 
Goneril's Palace. Enter Goneril and Attendants. 
| Gon. It was great ignorance, Gloſter's eyes being 
To let him live; where be arrives, he moves [out, 


All hearts againſt us: Edmund, I think, is gone, 
In pity te his miſery, to diſpatch him. 
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Hut being a widow, and my Gloſter with her, 
May blaſt the promis'd harveſt of our love. 

A word more, Sir - Add ſpeed to your journey. 

And if you chance to meet with that blind traitor, 
# Preferment falls on him that cuts him off. [Ex. 


© hill? 


@ Left my brain turn, and the diſorder make me 


| Whoſe loſs your ſiſter has in part ſupply'd, 
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The treaſury of life, Had he been here he thought, 


KING 


Gon, Ah! I like not that, | 
duch ſpeed muſt have the wings of love, Where's 
Albany? 

Gent. Madam, within, but never man fo chang'd ; 
told him of the uproar of the peaſants, 
He ſmil'd at it; when I inform'd him 
Ot Gloſter's treaſon 

Cen. Trouble him no farther, 
It is his coward (ſpirit; back to our ſiſter, | 
Hlaſten her muſter:, and let her know . 
have given the diſtaff into my huſband's hands, 
That done, with ſpecial care deliver theſe diſpatches 
In private to young Gloſter, 

Enter a Meſſenger. 

Meß. O Madam, moſt unſeaſonable news: 

The Duke of Cornwal's dead of his late wound, 


Making brave Edmund general of her forces. 
Con. One way, I like this well; 


The Field Scene. Gloſter and Edgar. 
Cle. When ſhall we come to th” top of that ſame 


Edg. We climb it now; mark how we labour. 
G/:t. Methinks the ground is even. 
Edg. Horribly ſteep. Hark, do you hear the ſea? 
Gloſs. No truly. 
Edg. Why then your other ſenſes grow imperfect 
By your eyes anguiſh. 
Caf. So may it be indeed. 
Methinks thy voice is alter'd, and thou ſpeak'ſt 
In better phraſe and matter than thou didſt. 
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Cent. No Madam, he's return'd on ſpeedy ſum- By this Had thought been paſt.— Alive, or dead? 
zack to your ſiſter. [mons] Hoa, Sir! Friend! hear you, Sir? Speak 


Thus might he paſs, indeed—yet he revives, 

What are you, Sir? | 

Gloſt. Away, and let me die, [ thers, air, 

Edg. Hadſt thou been aught but goſs'mer, fea- 

Falling ſo many fathom down, 

Thou'dſt ſhiver'd like an egg; but thou doſt breathe, 

Haſt heavy ſubſtance, bleed'ſt not; ſpeak, art ſound? 

Thy life's a miracle, | 

Gloft. But have I fallen, or no? 

Fag. From the dread ſummit of this chalky bourny 

Look up an height, the ſhriil-tun'd lark fo high 

Cannot be ſeen or heard; do but look up. 

G1. Alack, I have no eyes, 

ls wretchedneſs depriv'd that benefit 

To end itſelf by death? 

Edg. Give me your arm. 

Up, ſo—how is't? Feel you your legs? you ſtand. 

Get. Too well, too well, 

Edg. Upon the crown o'th* cliff, what thing was 

Which parted from you? chat 

2 A poor unfortunate beggar, 

Edg. As I ſtood here below, methought his eyes 

Were too full moons, wide noftrils breathing fire. 

It was ſome fiend ; therefore, thou happy father, 

Think that th' all powerful gods, who make them 

honours 

Of men's impoſſibilities, have preſery'd thee, 

Ct. Tis wonderful! henceforth I'll bear af- 
ſtiction 

Till it expire; the gobblin which you ſpeak of, 

| took it for a man: oft - times twould ſay, 

The fiend, the fiend: he led me to that placg. 
Edg. Bear free and patient thoughts. But whe 
comes here ? 
Enter Lear, a Coronet of Flowers on his Head. 
Wreaths and Garlands about bim, 


Edg. You aremuch deceiv'd ; in nothing am Ial-| Lear. No, no; they cannot touch me for coining z 
But my garments. [ter'd I am the king himſelf. 

Gloft. Methinks you're better ſpoken. Edg. O piercing ſight! 

Eag. Come on, Sir, here's the place. How fearful} | Lear. Nature's above art in that reſp ; there's 
And dizzy *tis to caſt one's eyes ſo low! your preſs-money : that fellow handles his bow like 
The crows and choughs, that wing the midway air, a crow-keeper Draw me a clothier's yard, A 
Shew ſcarce ſo big as beetles, Half way down mouſe, a mouſe ! peace, hoa! there's my gauntlet; 
Hangs one that gathers ſamphire, dreadful trade! I'll prove it on a giant: bring up the brown=-bills; 
The fiſhermen that walk upon the beach, | O well flown barb; i'th' white, 1'th* white. 


Appear like mice: and yon tall anch'ring bark 
Seems lefſen'd to her cock; her cock a buoy, 

Almoſt too ſmall for fight, The murm'ring ſurge 
Cannot be heard ſo high. I'll look no more, 


Tumble down headlong. 

Gloſt. Set me where you ſtand. | 

Edg. You are now within a foot of th' extreme 
For all beneath the moon 1 wou'd not now [ verge: 
Leap forward. 

Gloft. Let go my hand. | 
Here, friend, is another purſe; in it a jewel 
Well worth a poor man's taking. Get thee farther; 
Bid me farewel, and let me hear thee going. 

Fag. Fare you well, Sir.— That I do trifle thus 
With his deſpair, is with deſign to cure it. 

Cast. Thus, mighty gods, this world Ido renounce, 
And in your fight ſhake my afflitions off: 

If I could bear them longer, and not fall 

To quarrel with your great oppoſeleſs wills, 

My ſnuff and feebler part of nature ſaou'd 
Burn itſelf out. If Edgar live, oh! bleſs bim! 
Now, fellow, fare thee well. p [ He falls. 

Edg. Good Sir, farewel. 

And yet I know not how conceit may rob 


| Hewgh ! Give the word. 
Edg. Sweet Marjoram. 
Lear, Paſs. 
Ge. I know that voice, 
Lear. Ha! Goneril with a white beard! they 
flatter'd me like a dog, and told me I had white 
hairs on my chin, before the black ones were 
there; to ſay ay and no to every thing that I ſaid: 
ay and no too, was no good divinity. When the rain 
came once to wet me, and the winds to make me 
chatter; when the thunder would not peace at my 
bidding, there I found 'em, there I ſmelt them out. 
Go to, they are not men of their words; they told 
me I was every thing; 'tis a lye, 
I am not ague-proof, 

Gloft. That voice I well remember: is't not the 

king? 

| Lear. Ay, every inch a king: when I do ſtare, 
See how the ſubject quakes, 
I pardon that man's life. What was the cauſe? 
Adultery ? thou ſhalt not die: die for adultery ? 
The wren goes to't, and the ſmall gilded fly 
Engenders in my fight. Let copulation thrive; 
For Gloſter's baſtard ſon was kinder to his father, 
Than were my daughters, got i'th' lawful bed, 


Te't, luxury, pell mell; for I lack ſoldiers. 
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Gloft. Not all my ſorrows paſt ſo deep have 

touch'd me 
As theſe ſad accents; ſight were now a torment.— 

Lear. Behold that ſimp'ring lady, ſhe that farts 
At pleaſure's name, and thinks her ear profan'd 
With the leaſt wanton word, wou'd you believe it ? 
The firchew, nor the pamper'd ſteed goes to't with 
ſuch a riotous appetite: down from the waſte 
they are centaurs, though women all above; but 
to the girdle do the gods inherit, beneath is all the 
fiends. There's heil, there's darkneſs, the ſul- 
phurous unfathom'd— fie! fie! 
civet, good apothecary, to ſweeten my imagina- 
tion.— There's money for thee, 

Gloſt. Let me kiſs that hand, 

Lear. Let me wipe it firſt; it ſmells of mortality. 

Gli. Speak, Sir, do you know me? 

Lear. I remember thy eyes well enough: nay, 
go thy worſt, blind Cupid, I'll not love.—-Read me 
this challenge; mark but the penning of it. 

Gif. Were all the letters ſuns, 1 could not ſee. 

Edg. I wouldnot take this from report. Wretched 

Cordelia! 
What will thy virtue do, when thou ſhalt find 
This freſh affliftion added to the tale 
Of thy unparallel'd griefs? 

Lear. Read. 

Cet. What! with this caſe of eyes? 

Lear. O ho! are you there with me? no eyes in 
Jour head, and no money in your purſe ? yet you 

ee how this world goes, 

_ Gl. I ſee it feelingly. 

Lear. What art mad? A man may ſee how this 
world goes with no eyes, Look with thy ears: fee 
how yon juſtice rails on that ſimple thief ; ſhake 

em together, and the firſt that drops, be it thief or 
juſtice, is a villain—Thou haſt ſeen a tarmer's dog 
bark at a beggar ? 

_ Glos., Ay, Sir. 

Lear. And the man run from the cur ; there thou 
might'ſt behold the great image of authority! a 
dog's obey'd in office. Thou raſcal, beadle, hold 
thy bloody hand; why doſt thou laſh that trumpet? 
Thou hotly luſt'ſt co enjoy her in that kind for 
which thou whip'ſt her: do, do; the judge that 
ſentenc'd her has been before-hand with thee. 

Gli. How tiff is my vile ſenſe, that yields 

not yet? 

Lear. I tell thee, the uſurer hangs the coz"ner.— 
Through tatter'd cloaths ſmall vices do appear; 
Robes and fur-gowns hide all. Plate fin with gold, 
And the ſtrong lance of juſtice hurtieſs breaks: 
Arm it in rags, a pigmy's ſtraw doth pierce it. 
Why there '' tis for thee, my friend make much of it; 
It has the power to ſeal the accuſer's lips. Get thee 
glaſs eyes, and (like a ſcurvy politician) ſeem to ſec 
the things thou doſt not. Pull, pull off my N 
hard, harder; ſo, ſo. 

Gi. O matter and impertinency mix'd, 
Reaſon 1 in madneſs ! 

Tear. If thou wilt weep my fortunes, take my eyes. 
I know thee well enough, thy name is Gloſter. 
Thou mutt be patient: we came crying hither ; 
Th ou know'ſt, the firſt time that we taite the air, 
We wail and cry.—['l] preach to thee, mark. 

Fdg. Break, lab'ring heart! 

Lear. When we are born, we ery that we are come 

To this great ſtage of fool 
Enter two or three Gentlemen. 

Gert, O here he is; lay hand upon him, Sir, 
Your deareſt daughter ſends 

Lear, No reſcue? What, a priſoner ? I ameven 


pah!—an ounce of ffons-in-law, and then—Kill, kil, kill, 


© "To Edmund Earl of Gloſter. 


the natural fool of fortune, Ute me well, you ſhall}. 
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have ranſom.— Let me Err ſurgeons. Oh! ! Im 
— to th* brains. 

Gent. You ſhall have any thing. 

Lear. Noteconds? All myſelf? T will die brave. 
ly, like a ſmug bridegroom 3 fluſh'd and pamper; 


as à prieſt's whore. 
know ye that? 

Gent, You ate a royal one, and we obey you, 

Lear. It were an excellent ſtratagem to ſhoe x 
troop of horſe with felt; Jil put 't in proof, 
No noiſe, no noiſe..-Now will we ſteal upon theſe 
kill ! 

Ear, running, 

Edg. A fight moſt moving in the meanelt wretch, 
Paſt ipeaking in a king. 

Gag. Now, good, Sir, what are you ? | itroke;, 

Edg. A moſt poor man, made tame to tortune'; 
And prone to pity by.experienc'd ſorrows. Give me 

your hand. 

Gloft. You ever gentle gods, take my breath 
And let not my ill genius tempt me more | from me, 
To die before you pleaſe. 

Enter Goneril's DentleatandDUhker. 

Gent. A proclaim'd prize] O moſt happily met! 
That eyeleſs head of thine was firſt fram'd fleſh 
To raiſe my fortunes. Thou old, unhappy traitor, 
The ſword is out that muſt deſtroy thee, 

Get. Now let thy friendly hand put frengt: 
| enough to't. 

Gent. Wherefore, bold peaſant, 

Dar'tt thou ſupport a publiſh'd traitoy ? Hence, 
Leit I deftroy thee too. Let go his arm. 

Fg. Chill not let go, zir, without *vurther "caſion, 

Gent. Let yo, ſlave, or thou dieſt. 

Edg. Good gentleman go your gate, and let 
Door volk paſs; and chu'd ha' bin' zwagger'd out 
of my life, it would not have been zo long as ti 
by a vort-night..-Nay, an' thou com'ſt near th" 
old man, It try whether your coſtard or my bal. 
low be th' harder. 

Gent. Out, dunghill! 

Eds. Chill pick your teeth, zir; come no mat. 
ter vour your toines. Edgar knocks bim down, 

Gent. Slave, thou haſt ſlain me; oh! untimely 

death! 

Edg. I know thee well, a ſerviceable villain; 
As duteous to the vices of thy miſtreſs, 
As luſt could wiſhs- . 

G!»f#., What! is he dead? 

Edg. Sit you, Sir. 
This is a letter carrier, and may have 
Some papers of intelligence, that may ſtand 
Our party in good ſtead to know. —What's here? 
Tales a letter out of his pocket ; opens, and reads, 


I am a king, my matter, 


« Let our mutual loves be remember'd : you 
have many opportunities to cut him off. If he te- 
rurn the conqueror, then I am ſtill a priſoner, and 
bis bed my gaol; from the loath'd warmth of 
which deliver me, and ſupply the place for your la. 
bour. GoNER!L. 
[A plot upon her huſband's life, 
And the exchange my brother! — Here i'th ſands 
I'll rake thee up, thou meſſenger of luſt ; 
Griev'd only that thou had' no other death's-raan 
In time and place convenient I'll produce 
Theſe letters to the fight of th' injur'd duke, 
As beſt ſhail ſerve our purpoſe, Come, your hand. 
Far off methinks I hear the beaten drum; 

Come, Sir, (will beftow you with a friend, [Ex. 
A Chamber. Lear aſleep on a couch ; Cordelia «rd 
Attendants flanding by bim. 

| Cord. His ſleep is ſound, and may have good effect 


Ly 
> 
oF 
5 
2 
* 
I 
Ax 
x 
. * * 
A 
A 
4 
. 
% 
y 
1 
— 
$ 
$2 


MR... Wo Be 


5+ 4 head alt. 


I'd 


brave, 


Nper'y 
Alters, 


8 + 
= 
; 
nf 


To cure his jarring ſenſes, and repair 
This breach of nature. to 
Phyſ. We have employ'd the utmoſt pow'r of art, 
And this deep reſt will perfect our deſign, 
Cord. O Regan! Goneril! inhuman ſiſters ! 
Had he not been your father, theſe white hairs 
Had challeng'd ſure ſome pity ! was this a face 
To be expos'd againſt the jarring winds ? 
My enemy's dog, though he had bit me, ſhou'd 
Have ſtood that night againſt my fire.— He wakes; 
ſpeak to him. | 
Phyſ. Madam, do you; tis fitteſt, [majeſty ? 
Cord. How does my royal lord? how tares your 
Lear. You do me wrong to take me out o'th' 
Ha! is this too a world of cruelty ? a 
I know my privilege ; think not that I wil 
Be us'd till like a wretched mortal: no, 
No more of that. | 
Cord. Speak to me, Sir; whoamT? 
Lear. You are a ſoul in bliſs; but I am bound 
Upon a wheel of fire, which my own tears 
Do ſcald like molten lead. 
Cord. Sir, do you know me? [die? 
Lear. You are a ſpirit, I know ; when did you 
Cord. Still, ſtill, far wide 
Phyſ. Madam, he's ſcarce awake; he'll ſoon 


grow more compos'd. 
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Lear. Where have I been? Where am I? Fair 
day-light ? 
I am mightily abus'd, I ſhou'd evendie with pity 
To ſee another thus. Iwill not ſwear . 
Theſe are my hands. 
Cord. O look upon me, Sir, 
And hold your hand in bleſſing o'er me; nay, 
You muſt not keel. 
Lear. Pray do not mock me; 
I am a very fooliſh, fond, old man, 
Fourſcore and upward; and, to deal plainly, 
I fear I am not in my perfect mind. [ for me, 
Cord. Nay, then farewel to patience: Witneſs 
Ye mighty pow'rs, I ne'er complain'd till now! 
Lear. Methinks I ſhou'd know you, and know 
this man: 
Yet I am doubtful; for I'm mainly ignorant 
What place this is; and all the {kill I have, 
Remembers not theſe garments ; nor do I know 
Where I did ſleep laſt night. Pray do not mock me, 
For, as l am a man, I think that lady | 
To be my child Cordelia. 
Cord. O my dear, dear father! [ weep. 
Lear. Be your tears wet? yes faith ! pray do not 
I know I have giv'n thee cauſe, and am ſo humbled 
With croſſes ſince that I cou'd aſk 
Forgiveneſs of thee, were it poſſible | 
That thou cou'dſt grant it; but I'm well aſſur'd 


1 


| Thou canſt not; therefore I do ſtand thy juſtice: 


If thou haſt poiſon for me I will drink it, 
Bleſs thee, and die. | 
Cord. O pity, Sir, a bleeding heart, and ceaſe 
This killing language; 
Lear. Tell me, friends, where am 1? 
Pbyſ. In your own kingdom, Sir. 
Lear. Do not abuſe me. | 
Phyſ. Be comforted, good Madam, for the violence 
Of his diſtemper's paſt; we'll lead him in, 
Nor trouble him, till he is better ſettled, 
Will't pleaſe you, Sir, walk into freer air ? 
Lear. You muſt bear with me, I am old and 
__ fooliſh, [ They lead him «ff. 
Cord. The gods reſtore you.— Hark, I hear atar 
The beaten drum. O!d Kent's a man of's word. 
On! for an arm | ſons 
Like the fierce thunderer's, when the earth-born 
Srorm'd heav'n, to fight this injur'd father's battle! 


1 


K M1 N G 1. E A. 


| 


17 

That I cou d ſhift my lex, and dye me deep 

In his oppoſer's blood ! But, as 4 may, 

Wich women's weapons, piety and pray'rs, 

I'll aid his cauſe.— Vou never-erring gods, 

Fight on his fide, and thunder on his foes 

Such tempeſts as his poor aged head ſuſtain'd: 

Your image ſuffers when a monarch bleeds. 

"Tis your own cauſe; for that you ſuccours bring; 

Revenge yourſelves, and right an injur'd king. 
* 


* 2 „. N ? 
. 
SCENE, A Camp. 
Enter Goneril and Attendants, 


UR ſiſter's pow'rs already are arriv'd, 
And ſhe herſelf has promis'd to prevent 
The night with her approach: have you provided 
The banquet I beſpoke for her reception 
At my tent? a 
Att. So, pleaſe your grace, we have. [bowl 
Gen. But thou, my poiſoner, muſt prepare the 
That crowns this banquet; when our mirth is high, 
The trumpets ſounding, and the flutes replying, 
Then is the time to give this-fatal draught 
To this imperious ſiſter ; if then our arms ſucceed, 
Edmund, more dear than victory, is mine ; 
But if defeat, or death itſelf attend me, 
"T will charm my ghoft to think I've left behind me 
No happy rival. Hark! ſhe comes. [ Trumpet. Ex. 
Enter Baſtard, in bis Tent. | 
Baſt. To both theſe fitters have I ſworn my love, 
Each jealous uf the other, as the ſtung | 


Gon. 


Are of the adder ;—neither can be held, 


If both remain alive, — Where ſhall I fix? 

Cornwal is dead, and Regan's empty bed 

Seems caſt by fortune for me—but already 

I have enjoy'd her, and bright Goneril 

With equal charms brings dear variety, 

And yet untaſted beauty; I will uſe 

Her huſband's count'nance for the battle, then 

Uſurp at once his head and throne. [ Enter officers. 

My truſty ſcbuts, you're well return'd; have ye 

The ſtrength and poſture of the enemy? ſdeſcry'd 
Off. We have, and were ſurpris'd to find 

The baniſh'd Kent return'd, ang at their head; 

Your brother Edgar on the rear; old Gloſter , 


{ (A moving ſpectacle) led through the ranks, 


Whoſe pow'rful tongue, and more prevailing wrongs, 

Have ſo enrag'd their ruſtic ſpirit, that with 

Th' approaching dawn we muft expect a battle. 

Baſt. You bring a welcome hearing; each to his 

charge; ; 

Line well your ranks, and ſtand on your award. 

To night repoſe you; and i'th' morn we'll give 

The ſun a fight that ſha!l be worth his riüng. [ Fx. 
SCENE, a alley near the Camp. | 

Erter Edgar and Gloſter. 


| Edg. Here, Sir, take you the ſhadow of this tree 


For your good hoſt; pray that the right may thrive ; | 
f ever I rsturn to you again, 
I'll bring yau comfort. [ Exit. 

Gli. Thanks, friendly Sir; | | 
The fortune your good cauſe deſerves betide you. 

. [An alarm; after which Gloſter eds. 

The fight grows hot; the whole war's now at wutk, 
And the goar'd battle bleeds in ev'ry vein, {| roar. | 
Whilſt drums and trumpets drown loud flaughter': 
Where's Gloſter now, that us'd to head the fray, 
And ſcour the ranks where deadlieſt danger lay? 
Here, like a ſhepherd, in a lonely ſhade, 
Idle, unarm'd, aud iift'ning to the fight. 
Vet the diſabled courſer, miim'd and blind, 


When in his ftalſhe hears the ratiling wary 
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Foaming with rage, tears up the batter'd ground, 
And tugs for liberty. 

No more of ſhelter, thou blind worm, but forth 

To th' open field; the war may come this way, 

And cruth thee into reſt, [1 

And tear the earth; that work befits a mole. 

O dark deſpair! When, Edgar, wilt thou come 

To pardon, and diſmiſs me to the grave ?— 

[ A retrear ſeurded. 

Hark ! a retreat; the king, I fear, has Joit. 

Re-enter Edga , bludy. 

Edg. Away, old man; give me yur hand, away! 
King Lear has loſt; he and his daughter ta'en : 
And this, ye gods, is all that I can fave. 

Of this moſt precious wreck, Give me your hand. 
Gleft. No farther, Sir: a man may rot, even here. 
Edg. What! in ill thoughts again? Men mull 

endure 

Their going hence, ev'n as their coming hither. 
Cliſt. And that's true too. [F xeurt. 

Flouriſp. Enter in congueſi, Albany, Goneril, Regan, 

Baſtard. —Lear, Kent, Cordelia, prifſcrers. 

Alb. It is enough to have conquer'd; cruelty 
Shou'd ne'er ſurvive the fight. Ceptaino' th' guards, 
Treat well your royal priſoners, tiil you have 
Ovr farther orders, as you hold our pleafure. 

Gon. Hark, Sir; not as you hold our huſband's 


lay thee down, | 


L E AR. 
NManent Lear, Kent, Cordelia, guarded, 
Lear. O Kent! Cordelia! 

You are the only pair that I1 e'er wrong'd, 

And the juſt gods have made you witnefſes 

Of my diſgrace ; the very ſhame of fortune, 

To fee me chain'd and ſhackled at theſe vears ! 

Yet were you but ſpectators of my woes, 

Not fellow- ſufferers, a. were well, [fliRion, 
Cord. This language, Sir, adds yet to out af. 
Lear. Thou, Kent,didit head the troops that fought 

Expos'd thy life and fortune for a maſter, [my battle, 

hat had (as I remember) baniſh'd thee. 

Kent. Pardon me, Sir, that once 1 broke your 
Baniſh'd by you, | kept me here diſguis'd ſorde:s; 
Fo watch your fortunes, and protect your perſo: ; 
You know you entertain'd a rough, blunt fellow, 
One Caius, and you thought he did you ſervice. 

Lear. My truſty Caius, 1 have loſt him too! 
Tas a rough honeſty, | [ Weep, 

Kent. I was that Caius, 

Diſyuis'd in that coarſe dreſs to follow you. { Caivs? 
Lear. My Caius too! Wert thou my truly 

Enough, enough 
Cord. Ah me, he faints! his blood forſakes iis 

Help, Kent, [cheek, 
Lear. No, no, they ſhall not ſee us weep, 

We'll ſee them rot firſt.— Guards, lead away to 


pleaſure, [ To the captain aſide. 


But as you hold your life, diſpatch your pris'ners. | We two will fit alone, like birds i'th? cage: 


Our empire can have no iure ſettlement 
But in their death; the earth that covers them 
Binds faſt our throne. Let me hear they are dead. 

Capt. 1 ſhall obey your orders, 

Baſt. Sir, I approve it ſafeſt to pronounce 
Sentence of death upon this wretched King, 
Whoſe age has charms in it, his title more, 

To diaw the commons once more to his ſige; 

"DT were beit prevent 

Alb. Sir, by your favour, 

J hold you but a ſubject of this war, 

Not as a brother. 

Reg. That's as we lift to grace him, 
Hare you forgot that he di. lead or pow'rt? 
Bore the comm ſſion of our place and p-rion ? 
And that authority may well fand up, 
And call itſelf your brother, 

Con. Not ſo hot; 
In his own meiits he exelts himſelf 
More than in your addition. 

Enter Edgar, diſcuiſ- d. 

Alb. What art thou? ; 

, #dg. Pardon me, Sir, that I preſume ro top 
A prince and cong'ror; yet, ee you triumph, 
Cive ear to what a ſtranger can deliver 
Of what concerns you more thak triumph can, 

I co impeaci: your general there of tierten, 
Lord Edmund, that uſurps the name of Gloſter, 

Of fouleſt practice galnſt your life and honour : 
This charge is true; and wretch-d though 1 frem, 
I can produce a champion that Will prove 
In fingle combat what I do ayouch, | 
If Edmund dares but truſt his cauſe and ſword. - 

Baſt. What will not Edmun? dare? My lord, 
The tavour that you'd infiantly appoint [1 bee 
The place where lay meet this challenzer, 
Whom I will ſactifice to my wrong d fame: 
Remember, Sir, that i!1jur'd honour's nien, 

And cannot broyk delay. 15 

Aid. Anon, before bur tent, i' ih? army's view, 
There let the herald cry. 

Edz. I thank your bighneſs in my champion's 
Heli wait your trumpect's call, 

Ab. Lead. 


Eren: 


name:] Was born a liberiine, and ſo { krep me. 


Come, Kent; Cordelia, come; [ priſon, 


When thou doſt aſk me bleiſing, Ill kneel down 
And aſk of thee forgiveneſs; thus we'll live, 
And pray, and ling, and tell old tales, and laugh 


At gilded butterflies ; hear ſycophants 


Talk af court news, and we'll talk with them too, 
Who loſes and who wins; who's in, who's out: 
And tage on us the myſtery of things, 
As it we were heav'n's ſpies. 

C:rd, Upon ſuch ſacrices 
The gods themſelves throw incenſe. 

Lear. Have | caught ye? 
He that parts us, muff bring a brand from heay'n : 
Together we'll out toil the ſpite of hell, 
and die the wonders or the world. Away. [Erx, 
' Fleurifh. E; ter before the Tents, Albany, Goneril, 
{| Rugan, Cuards, ard Attendants; Goneril ſpeal- 
ing opartiatle Captain of the Guards entering, 
Gen. Here's gold tor thee, thou know'ſR our late 

command | 

Epo your pris'ners lives; about it ſtraight, and at 
Our ev'ning banquet let it raile our mirth, 
o hear thit they are dead. 

Capt. I ſhill not fail your orders. [Ev it, 

Albany, Gunerit, Regan, take their Seats. 
Alb. Now, Glotter, truit to thy ſingle virtue; 
fen thy ſoluieis, 

All tevied in my name, have in my name 
| Cook their diicharge : now let our trumpets ſpeak, 
And herald read out this. a 

Herald gc. © If any man of quality withis 
the lifts of the army wiil maintain upon Edmund, 


— — 


_|ſuppos'd Ertl of Cloſter, that he is a manifeſt trai- 


ior, let him appear by the third ſound of rhe trum- 
pet; hes bold in his defence Again, again. 


{ 


[ Trumpet anſwers from Within, 


Finter Edgar, arm'd. 
Al. Lord Eagar |! 
Hat Ha! my brother 
Ph's 18 the only combatant that J cou'd fear, 
For in my breatt guilt cuels on his ſide: 
But, conſcience, what have 1 10 do with thee? 
Awe thou dull legitimate flaves : but ! 


Fag. My noble prince, a word; ere we engage 
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Into your highneſs' hands I give this paper; 
It will the truth of my impeachment p:ove, 
Whatever be my fortune in the fight. 

Alb. We ſhall peruſe it, 

Edg.' Now, Edmund, draw thy ſword, | 
That if my ſpeech has wrong'd a noble heart, 
Thy arm may do thee juſtice ; here i'th” preſence 
Of this high prince,theſe queens, and this crown'd liſt. 
1 brand thee with the ſpotted name of traitor z 
Falſe to thy gods, thy father, and thy brother, 
And, what is more, thy friend; fuſe to this prince: 
If then thou ſhar'ſt a ſpark of Gloſter's virtue, 
Acquit thyſelf; or if thou ſhar'ſt his courage, 
Me-t this defiance bravely. 

Baſt. And dares Edgar, | 


L. 1 X. 19 


Which yet was but compliance, not affection; 
A charity to begging, ruin'd beauty! | 
Reg. Who begg'd when Goneril writ that ? Ex- 
poſe it, [ Throws ber a letter. 
And let it be your army's mirth, as 'twas 
This charming youth's and mine, whenin the bow'r 
| He breath'd the warmett exrofie: of love; 
Then panting on my breaſt, cry'd, Matchleſs Regan 
That Goneril and thou ſhou'd e'er be kin! 
Gon. Die, Circe, for thy charms are at an end; 
| Expire before my face, au Jet me ſee 
How well that boaſted beauty will become 
Congealing blood, and death's convulſive pangs: 
Die, and be huſh'd; for at my tent laſt night 
Thou drank'ſt thy bane, amidſt the rev'ling bowl : 


The beaten, routed Edgar, brave his conqueror? Ha! Doft thou ſmile? Is then thy death thy ſport? 


From all thy troops and thee | forc'd tne fiela: 
Thou haſt loſt the gen'ral ſtake, and art thou now 
Come with thy petty ſingle ſtock to play 
This after-game ? 
Edęg. Half-blooded man, ; 
Thy father's fin firſt, then his puniſhment ; 
The dark and vicious place where he begot thee 
Coit him his eyes; from thy licentious mother 
Thou draw'ſt thy vitlainy; but for thy part 
Of Gloſter's blood, I hold thee worth my ſword, 
Baß. Thou bear'ſt thee on thy mother's piety, 
Which I deſpiſe ; thy mother being chaſte, 
Thou art aſſur'd thou art but Gieſter's ſon : 
But mine, diſdaining conſtancy, leaves me 
To hope that I am ſprung from nobler blood, 
And poſſibly a king might be my fire: 
But be my birth's uncertain chance as 'twill, 
Who 'twas that had the hit to father me 
I know not: *tis enough that Jam I: 
Of this one thing I'm certain that I have 
A daring ſoul, and ſo have at thy heart. 
Found trumpet. [ Fight. Baſtard falls, 
Gon. and Reg. Save him! ſave him! 
Gon. This was practice, Gloſter; 
Thou won'ft the ficld, and waſt not bound to fight 
A vanquiſh'd enemy. Thou art not eonquer'd, 
But cozen'd and betray'd. 
Alb. Shut your mouth, lady, ä 
Or with this paper I ſhall top it.— Hold, Madam! 
Thou worſe than any name, read thy own evil 
No tearing, lady; I perceive you know it. 
Gcn, Say, if I do, who ſhall arraign me for't ? 
The laws are mine, not thine. 
Alb. Moſt monftrous ! Ha! Thou know'f it too 
Baſt. Aſk me not what know, 
I have not breath to anſwer idle queſtions, 
Alb, I have reſolv'd, Your right, brave Sir, 
has conquer'd. To Edgar. 
Along with me: I muſt conſult your father. 
| | [Exeunt Albany and Edgar. 
| Reg. Help every hand to ſave a noble life; 
My half o'th' kingdom for a man of ſkill 
| To ſtop this precious ſtream. 
| LCaſt.. Away, ye empiricks, 
Torment me not with your vain offices; 
| The (word has pierc'd too far; legitimacy 
At laſt has conquer'd. 
Reg. The pride of nature dies. | 
| Gon. Away, the minutes are tao precious; 
| Difturb us not with thy impertinent ſorrow. 
Reg. Art thou my rival then profeſ ? 
Cen. Why, was our love a ſecret? Cou'd there be 
, Beauty like mine, and gallantry like his, 
And not a mutual love I Juſt nature then ö 
Had err'd. Behold that copy of perfection, 


| 


Put where it ſays he ſtoop'd to Regan's arms: 


That youth, whoſe ſtory will have no foul page, 7 


Or has the truſty potion made thee mad? 

Reg. Thou com ſt as ſhort of me in thy tevenge, 
As in my Gloſter's love; my jealouſy | 
Inſpir'd me to prevent thy feeble malice, 

And poiſon thee at thy own banquet. 
Son. Ha [ ftrife ; 

Baſt. No more, my queens, of this untimely 
You both defery'd my love. and both poſſeſt it, 
Come, ſoldiers, bear me in; and let 
Your royal preſence grace my laſt minutes. 

Now, Edgar, thy proud conqueſt I forgive: 
Who wou'd not chuſe, like me, to yield his breath, 
T' have rival queens contend for him in death? 
SCENE, A Priſon. 
Lear aſleep, with his Head an Cordelia's L ap. 
Cord. What toils, thou wretched king, haſt thou 
endur'd, 
To make thee draw, in chains, a ſleep fo ſound ? 
Thy better angel charm thy raviſh'd mind 
With fancy'd freedom! Peace is us'd to lodge 
On cottage ftraw. Thou haſt the beggar's bed, 
Therefore ſhould'ſt have the beggar's carcleſs 
thought. 
And naw, my Edgar, I remember thee: 
What fate has ſeiz'd thee in this general wreck 
| know not, but I know thou muſt be wretched, 
Becauſe Cordelia holds thee dear. image 
O gods! a ſudden gloom o'erwhelms me, and the 
Of death o'erſprexds the place. — Ha! whoare theſe? 
Enter Captain and Officers with Cords. | 

Capt. Now, Sirs, diſpatch; already you are paid 
In part, the beſt of your reward's to come. 

Lear. Charge, charge upon their flank ; their 

left wing halts. 

Puſh, puſh the battle, and the day's our own. 
Their ranks are broken; down, down with Albany, 
Who holds my hands? —0 thou deceiving ſleep, 
I was this very minute on the chace, 
And now a pris'ner here What mean the ſlaves? 
You will not murder me? 

Cord. Help, earth and heaven ! 
For your ſouls ſake, dear Sirs, and for the gods. 

Offi. No tears, good lady; no pleading againſt 

gold and preferment, 

Come, Sirs, make ready your cords. 

Cord. You, Sir, I'll ſeize, 
You have a human form; and if no prayers 
Can touch your ſoul to ſpare a poor king's life, 
If there be any thing that you hold dear, 
| By that I beg you to diſpatch me firſt. | 

Capt. Comply with her requeſt ; diſpatch her firſt. 
| Lear. Off, hell-hounds! by the gods I charge 
4 you ſpare her1 1 8 a 
Tis my Cordelia, my true pious daughter. : 

o pity? Nay, then take an old man's vengeance. 
Snattbes a partiſan, ond firikes. down two of them ; 
©" Thereft quit Cordelia, and turn upon bim. 


20 


Enter Edgar and Albany. | 
Edg. Death ! Hell ! ye vultures, hold your im- 
pious hands, p | 
Or take a ſpeedier death than you wou'd give. 
Capt. By whoſe co;mmana ? 
Edg. Behold the duke, your lord. 
Alb. Guards, 1eize thoſe inſtruments of crueity. 
Cord, Oh my Edgar! a | 
Edg. My dear Cordelia! Lucky was the minute 
Ot our approach; the gods have weigh'd our ſuf- 
f'rings; 
W* have pais'd the fire, and now muſt ſhine to ages. 
Gent. Look here, my lord; ſee where the gene- 
Has flain two of em. [rous king 
Lear. Did I not, fellow ? 
I've ſeen the day, with my good biting faulchion 
J cou'd have mae em ſkip: I am old now, 
And theſe vile croſſes ſpoil me! Out of breath, 
Fie, oh | quite out of breath, and ſpent. | hither 
Alb. Bring in old Kat; and, Edgar, guide you 
Your father, whom you ſaid was near; [E. Edg. 
He may be an ear-witneſs, at the leaſt, 
Of our proceedings. [Kent brought in here. 
Lear. Who are you ? 
My eyes are none o'th' beſt, I'Il tell you ſtraight : 
Oh, Albany! Well, Sir, we are your captives, 
And you are come to ſee death paſs upon us. 
Why this delay? —Or is't your highneſs* pleaſure 


To give us firſt the torture? Say ye ſo? 


Why here's old Kent, and I, as tough a pair 
As e'er bore tyrant's ſtroke, -But my Cordelia, 
My poor Cordelia here, O pity—— [jeſty, 
Alb. Take off their chains.— Thou injur'd ma- 
The wheel of fortune now hasmade her circle, 
And bleflings yet ſtand *twixt thy grave and thee, 
Lear. Com'ſt thou, inhuman lord, to ſoothe us 
To a fool's paraliſe of hope, to make [ back 
Ovur doom more wretched? Go to, we are too well 
Acquainted with misfortune to be gull'd | 
With lying hope; no, we will hope no mare. 
Alb. I have a tale unfold, ſo full of wonder, 
As cannot meet an eaſy faith; 
But by that royal injur'd head 'tis true. 
Kent. What wou'd your highneſs; 
Alh. Know, the noble Edgar 
Impeach'd Lord Edmund, fince the fight, of treaſon, 
And dar'd him for the proof of ſingle combat, 
In which the gods confirm'd his charge by conqueſt; 
I left e'en now the traitor wounded mortally. ' 
Lear. And whither tends this ſtory ? 
Alb. Ere they fought, * TA 28 
Lord Edgar gave into my hands this paper; * 
A blacker ſcroll of treaſon and of Juſt 
Than can be found in the records of hell; 
There, ſacred Sir, behold the character 
Of Goneril, the worſt of daughters, but 
Moe vicious wife, 
Cord. Cou'd there be yet addition to their guilt? 
What will not they that wrong a father do! 
Alb. Since then my injuries, Lear, fall in with 
I have reſolv'd the ſame redreſs for both. [thine, 
Kent. What ſays my Lord? 
Cord. Speak, for methought I heard 
The charming voice of adeſcending god. [ banded, 
Alb. The troops, by Edmund rais d, I have diſ- 
Toole that remain are under my command. 
"Nhat comfort may be brought to chear your age, 
And heal your ſavage wrongs, ſhall be apply d; 
For to your majeſty we do reſign 
Your kingdom, ſave what part yourſelf conferr'd 


| 
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On us in marriage. . 

Kent. Hear you that, my liege? [care. 
C:rd. Then there are gods, and virtue is their 
Lear. 1s't poſſible ? F 

Let the ſpheres ſtop their courſe, the ſun make halt, 
The winds be huſh'd, the ſeas and fountains reſt; 
All nature pauſe, and liſten to the change, 

Where is my Kent, my Caius ? 

Kent, Here, my liege. 

Lear. Why | have news that will recal thy youth, 
Ha! didſt thou hear't, or did th' inſpiring gods 
Whiſper to me alone? old Lear ſhall be 
A king again. [ faid it. 

Kent. The prince, that like a god has pow'r, has 

Lear. Cordelia then ſhall be a queen, mark thu; 
Cordelia ſhall be queen; winds catch the found, 
And hear it on your roſy wings to heav n 
Cordelia is a queen. 

Re-enter Edgar with Gloſter. a 
Alb. Look, Sir, where pious Edgar comes, 
Leading his eyeleſs father. O my liege! 
His wond'rous ſtory well deſerves your leiſure; 
What he has done and ſuffer'd for your ſake, 
Whar for the fair Cordelia's ! [knees, to hall 

Glefi. Where's my liege? conduct me to his 
His ſecond birth of empire: my Edgar 
Has with himſelf reveal'd the king's bleſt reſtora. 

Lear. My poor dark Gloſter ! tion. 

Cle. O let me kiſs that once more ſcepter'd hand! 

Lear. Hold, thou miſtak'ſt the majeſty : kneel 
Cordelia has our pow'r, Cordelia's queen. [here; 
Speak, is not that the noble, ſuff ring Edgar? 

Glofl. My pious ſon, more dear than my loſt eyes. 

Lear. I wrong'd him too, but here's the fair 

amends, 

\ Edg. Your leave, my liege, for an unwelcome 
Edmund (but that's a trifle is expir'd. [ meſſage, 
What more will touch you, yourimperious daughters, 
Goneril and haughty Regan, both are dead, 
Each by the other poiſon'd at a banquet : 
This, dying, they confeſs'd. 

Cord. O fatal period of ill-govern'd life! 

Lear. Ingrateful as they were, my heart feels yet 
A pang of nature for their wretched fall.. 
But, Edgar, I defer thy joys too long: 

Thou ſerv'dſt diſtreſsd Cordelia; take her crown'd, 
Th' imperial grace freſh blooming on her brow. 
Nay, Gloſter, thou haſt here a father's right, 

Thy helping hand t'heap bleſſings on their heads, 

Kent. Old Kent throws in his hearty wiſhes too, 
| Edg. The gods and you too largely recompence 
What I have done; the gift ſtrikes merit dumb, 
| Cerd. Nor do I bluſh to own myſelf o'erpaid 
For all my ſuff rings paſt. charge. 

Glo. Now, gentle gods, give Gloſter his diſ- 

Lear. No, Gloſter, thou haft buſineſs yet for life; 
Thov, Kent, and I, retir'd to ſome cloſe cell, 
Will gently paſs our ſhort reſerves of time 
In calm reflections on our fortunes paſt, 
Chear'd with relation of the proſp'rous reign 
Of this celeſtial pair; thus our remains 
Shall in an even courſe of thoughts be paſt, 
Enjoy the preſent hour, nor fear the laſt. 

Edg. Our drooping country now erects her head, 
Peace ſpreads her balmy wings, and plenty blooms. 
Divine Cordelia, all the gods can witneſs 
How much thy love to empire I prefer ! 

Thy bright example ſhallconvince the world 
Whatever ſtorms of fortune are decreed) 


* 


hat truth and virtue Mall at laſt ſucceed, 


